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PROLOGUE: 

Written by DAVID GARRICK, Efq^ ' 
' Spoken by Mn W O O D W A R D. 

t 

pROLOGUES precede the piece in mournful verje^. 

As Undertakers walk before the herje ; 
Whoje doleful march mayftrike the hardened mind, 
Andwaheifsfeelings-'-^for the dead behind. 

^o-night no fmuggled fcenHs from France wMfhe^^ 
Tts English^ English, Sirs, from top to toe. 
jT)ough coarje the colours, and the hand unJkilVd, 
From real life dUr little cloth isfilVd. 
^e hero is a youth, hy F&te defign'd 
For culling simples ; but whofe ftage-fitkck mind 
Nor Fate could rule, nor his indentures hind. 
A place there is, where fuch young Quixots meet 
^Tis called the Spouting-Club, a glorious treat 
Where prentice Kings alarm the gaping Jireet 
There Brutus Jiarts and Jiares hy midnight taper. 
Who all the day maSts — a Wollen-Draper. 
ThereiiAMLET'$ Ghoftftalks forth with ddubled fift, 1 
Cries out with hollow voice — " List, List, Oh ! I 
List/" ^ 

Andfrightens JDenmark' % Prince y- ---a ymng Tobacconiji. 
The Spirit too, cleared of his deadly white, 
Rlfes a Haberdasher to the fight.' 
Not young Attomies have this rage withfiood. 
But change their pens for TRUkcHfioNS, ink for 

Blood, 
And (ft range reverje!) die for their Country* s good. 
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" ^0 cbi(i tbefe'^oes, and th^ir laureh crop; 
^0 bring them hack to reason and their shop. 
Our author wrote. — OyoUy Tom, Dick, Jack, PFill f 
Who hold the hallance, or ^bo gild the pill; 
Who wield the yardy and fimp^ ring pay your courts 
And 'at eacb^cfurifhjnip an inch too jbort 5 
Ijet no falje fire your heedlejs fteps betray. 
^ Who can tread Jure upon this 'flippy ry way ?'* 
Where, like to tthers, whom ambition calls, 
<th' advenfrous youth, before he rijes, falls ! 
The tinfel grapdeur turns bis giddy brain 5 
He, fir oils, andfiarves j bejiruts and frets in vain., 

[Bell ring*. 
Butfoft i — the Prompter calls — brief let me be% 1 
Would you no groanings hear, no apples fee ? ! 



J^oryet be damn*d? fly hence-, " farewell, remember 



\me* 






Dramatis Perfonae. 




WiNGATE, 

Dick, his Sm^ . 

Gargle, an Apotherary^ 
Simon, Servant to Gargle^ 
Catchpole, a Sheriff's Officer, 

SCOTCHMAf^, 

Jrishmak, 



Mr. Yates. 
Mr. Woodward. 
Mr. Burton. 
Mr. H. Vaughan, 
Mr.^W. Vaughan. 
Mr. Blakes. 
Mr. Jefferson. 



Charlotte, Daughter* to Gargle, Miss Minors. 



Members of the- Sfouting-Club, Vf atquu^h^ figTc. 




THE 




APPRENTICE. 



ACT the FIRST. 



SCENE the F I R S T. 



-^Enter Winoate and Simon. 

WiNGATE. 

HOLD your tongue, you blockhead, don't 
argue with mej don't think to impofe upon 
me ; I am convinced i I know it all -, and if you 

imagine, varlct, that you are to trifle with me 

what right have you to trifle with me ? — You are in 
the plot, you icoundrel, and if you don't difcovcr 
all— 

Simon.. • 
Dear heart. Sir, you won't give a body time. 

Winoate. 

Tell me all you know this moment, or — zookers \ 
a whole month mifling, and no account of him far 
or near! — it is too much for a father : A vile, un- 
grateful prodigal ! — Plague and diflraftion ! where 
can the fellow b^ ?— Look you, friend 5 don't you 
prefuroc — 

Simon 
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Simon. 

Lord, Sir, you arc fo main paflionate, you won'c 
Jet a body fjpeak* 

WiNGAtE. 

Speak out then, and don*t ftand muttering. 

What a lubberly fellow you are ! (Looks at him and 
iaugbsj-'^ha, \ ha t luch a fcare-crow fi^re ! Why 
don't you ipealc out, you blockhead ? 

Simon. 

Mercy on us ! — your fon to be lure is a fine 
young gentleman, and a fweet young gentleman i 
but lack-a^day. Sir, hoW Ihould I khOW any thing 
of him ? 

•-' ' Wing ATE. 

Prevaricating booby ! with more evafions than if 

you were before a Middlefex juftice ! — Has not He 

been apprentice to your mafter, my friend Gargle,---- 

' who by the bye is as great a fool as yourfelf— Has 

not he been apprentice to him thefe three years ? 

Have not you lived there all the time, and could 

you be fo long in one houfe with my fon, and not 

know all his haunts and all his ways ? And then, 

you vagabond, you rafcal, what are you lurking 

about my doors for ? What brings you hither fo 

often? 
■ 

Simon. 

My mafter Gargle and I, Sir, have beefn fb un- 
eafy about him, that I have been running all over 
the town ever fince morning to enquire for him, 
every where, high and low ; and fo in my way, I 
thought I might as well call here, 

WlN^ 
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Wingate: 

A villain, to give his father all this trouble ! and 
{o you have not heard any thing pf hiim, friend ? 

Simon* 
Not a word. Sir, as I hope for mercy. 

Wing ATE. 

You numflctiU ! you booby ! why did not you tell 

me fo at firft ? 

Simon. 

I told you as foon as you would hear me ; and as 
fure as you are there, for all I know nothing, I be- 
lieve I can guefs what is come of him. 

WiNGATE. 

Ay ! — gucfs then, firrah -, tell me as you guefs. 

Simon. 

As fure as any thing, mafter, the gypfies have 
gotten hold of him, and we Ihall have him come as 
thin as a rake, like the young girl in the city, with 
living upon nothing but crufts and water for fix and 
twenty days. 

WiNGATE. 

The g5rpfies have got hold of him !— get out of 
the room, you blockhead, you driveller, you non* 
fenfical — ha I ha ! the gypfies got hold of him !— ^ 
Here, you, Simpn— ^ 

Simon. 
Sir 5 anan-*-* 

Win- 
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* where art you going in luch a huit y ^™Lct me fee ; 
wounds ! what muft be done ? — I'll plague myfeif n^ 
■more -, let him go on his own way. — An abfurd, ri- 
diculous, a filly, empty-headed coxcomb ! with his 
Cajfandersy and his ChpfdtraSj and his trumpery; 
with his Romances, and his damn'd plays, and his 
Odyjfey Popes, and a- pafccl of fellows not worth a 
gtoat ! wearing ftone-buckks, and cocking his hat : 
What right has he to wear ftone-buckles and cock, 
his hat ? But V\\ not put myfelf in a paflion — Death 
and fury ! I never wear ftone-buckles ; never cock 
my-^ hat. I think of nothing but the main change ^ 

and Simon, do you ftep, and tell my friend 

Gargld that I want to ipeak to him. And yet, I 
don't know, why fhould I fend for him? A fly, 
flow, hefitating, pedantic blockhead ! — I fend for 
fuch a fellow ! a peftle- and-mortar, fimple-lqueez- 
ingi dry picice of formaiity^ with his phyfical cant, 
and his nonfenfe ! — Why don't you go, you booby, 
when I bid you ? 

Simon. 
Yes, Sir \ I am gone. Sir. \Emt. 

WiNGATE. 

This fon of mine will be the death of me. I 
.can't fleep in my bed for thinking of him. He'll be 
undone ; he'll be ruin'd ; — well ! it's his own fault ; 
what care I ? My aidvice is all loft. A fcatter-brain 
puppy ! to ftand in his own light^ — Death and fire 1 
that we can't get children, without having a regard 
for them ! I have been turmoiling for him all my 
days> and now the villain is run away, — Suppofe I 
advertife the dog, and promife a reward to any pnc 
that caa give an account of Jiim* There, more ex- 
pence! 
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pence ! why fliould I throw away money upon fuch 
a profligate ? Why, as I don't fay what reward, I 
may give what I pleafe when they come. But then 
if the young rake -hell Ihould deceive me, and hap- 
pen to be dead ? why then he tricks me out of three 
Ihillings for the advertifement ; there's my money 
thrown into the fire. FU think no more about him ; 
let him follow his nofe ; it's nothing at all to me : 
what care I ? — What do you come back for, friend ?. 

Enter Simon. 

WiNGATE. 

Why don*t you fpeak ? 

Simon* 

As I was going out, Sir^ the poll came to the 
door, and brought this letter. 

WiNGATE. 

Let me fee it— The gypfics have got hold of him ' 
(Looks at him and laughs) ha ! ha ! what a conjure^ 
you are ? — ha I ha !- -why don'p you go where I or- 
dered you ? 

Simon. 
Yes, Sir, \Exit^ 

* « 

Wingate* 

Well, well; Fm rcfolved, and it fliall be fo ; FU 
advcrtife him to-morrow morning, and promife, if 
he comes home, that all fhall be forgiven : If he 
bites at the hook then when I have him fall, I may do 
as I pleafe. Ay, it ihall be fo j {laughs^ I may then 
do as I pleafe. HaJ- ha ! right ! very good ! Let 
me fee, how muft I defcribe him ? He had on, a 
Vol. IL ' C, filver- 
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fttver-loojJed Kat ;> I never liked thofe damnefd fttver- 
Ibops 5 — a filver-l<)opitd hat^ and — ami — confufioh t 
^mi fignifics wh^t he had on ? Hi read nfiy fetter, 
aiid think no rtiore about him. Hey ! what in the 

hafnt! of wotidef have Wc here? {f-edds) BriftoU = 

how f what is all this ? 

Efte^d Friefidi . 

• Zjafi lids 20tb UlHmGy JiHce none of fhiney "tdhicb will 
ocedjim bfivity. The red/on. of t/rf^ writing h> thee at 
prefenty is to inform thee^ that thy f on came to our place 
with a company offirollmgflayirs^who were taken up 
hy the Magijtrate, and committed as vagabonds to jail. 
That's good news; lam glad of it; let the villain 
lie there ; let him beat hemp {laughs) What a ^ne 
figure he'll cut in the jail ! — ha ! ha ! Alexander the , 
Great at hard labour !. I rejoice at this. Ha ! ha ! 
Let me fee, what more does he fay ? (reads} Lam 
forty lJ:y^ Iddjhould fblloiv fucb profane courfes ; but but 
ef the efteem I bear untd thee, I havf taken thy bdy out 
of confinementy andfent him off for your city in the wag- 
gon, which left this fbut days ago. He is configned to 
' thy addrefs \ icing the needfull ftam thy friend and 
f^rvanti v. BJ^eneezer Broadbrim. 

My efteeriied frierid, Ebeeneezer Broadbrim, yoli 
are as great a fool as the reft of them : What did 
you take the puppy out of jail for ? Could not you 
let him lie there ? — Ha ! ha I the fpirit moved him, 
I fuppofe.- -Turned ftage-player ! I'll never fee the 
villain's face. Who comes there ? 

Enter SiMon^. 

SiMOK. 

Gur Cares are over. 

WiNGATE. 

• You lic> you blockhead : out cares are but juft 
begun. 

SiMOKr 



COME D Y. xf 

All's fafc and well, make us thankful for it. I met 
Mr. Gargle on the way, and he has got fuch news 
46r you^ ^4 he i.s coming ^faft^^^e can, ^ndhere 

Wing ATE. 

JLet him come in, and do you go and recover 
your breath, yougapeing, ftareing, open-mouthed, 
fly-catching fon ot a 

SiMOi^i. 
Wc^rc 41 alive apd noerry, lExit* 

Enter .Gaicgl.e, 

WiNGATE. 

So, friend Gargle, here's a fine piece of work, 
J[}icK-5 . turn'd v^aboad. 

Gargle. 

JHte muft beput under a proper .regimen direftly. 
He arrived at my houfe within thefe ten minutes, 
but in fuch a trim ! I brought him with me ; he is 
now below flairs. I judged it proper to leave him 
there,. tilhLhad felt, your pulfe,and-in due courfe 
prepared you for his reception. 

WiNGATE. 

Death and'fire! what could put. it into his head 
to turn buffoon ? 

Gargle. 

Nothing fo cafily accounted for : when he ought 

C 2 . to 
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to be reading the Difpenfatory, there was he con- 
ftantly porcing overplays, and farces, dhdSbake^eare. 

WiNGATE. 

Ay, that damn'd Shakefpeare ! I hear the fellow 
was nothing but a deer-ftealer in IVarwickJhire. If 
he had fold the venifon, there would have' been 
fome fenfe in that j he would have made money 
by it ; a better trade than writing plays, 
lookers! if they had hanged the fellow out of 
the way, he would not now be the ruin of honeft 
men's children. What right has my fon to read 
Shakefpeare ? I never read Shakefpeare. Wounds ! 
J. cgught the rafcal, myfelf, reading that Bartholo- 
mew-fair play of Hamlet y Prince of- — I don't know 
what, not I — Sweden I believe — and there was the 
Prince keeping company with ftroUers and vaga- 
bonds, A fine example, mafter Gargle ! 

Gargle. 

His diforder is of the malignant kind, and my 
daughter has taken the infedion from him. Bleis 
my heart ! fhe was as innocent as water-gruel, till 
he fpoiled her, I caught her the other night inT;he 
very faft, 

WiNOATE. 

Zookers ! you don't fay fo ! caught her \n the 

fad? 

Gargle. 

As fure as you are there, he has debauched the 
poor girl. 

Wingate. 
Pt^bauched your daughter ? 

Gart 
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Gargle. 

Even fo, 

WiNGATl. 

I don't much wonder at that, friend Gaigle. 
[Looks at him arid laughs) The boy has good blood 
in his veins, 

GaRGL£« 

Poor Charlotte ! I caught her in the vcrjrfaft, 
reading a play-book in bed. 

WiNGATE. 

Is that the faft ? 

Gargle. 
Yes, and bad enough of all confcienc^^ 

WiMGATE, 

Why, you metaphorical blodchead, why could 
not you fay fo at firft ? 

Gargle. 

That was my meaning ; but I have done for my 
young madam ; I have locked up all her books, and 
confined her to her room. 

WiNOATE. 

You have ferved her right. Look you herc^ 
friend Gargle J I'll never fee the villain's face 5 let 
l^m follow his own courfes i let him bite the bridle. 

Gargle. 

Lcnitivcs> Mr. Wingate^ lenitives are propercft 

at 
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prelent. His habit requires gende alteratives r 
Leave him to my m^n^ig^neiit : Twenty ounces of 
blood, a cephalic tindurc, and a cool regiix^n^ 
will bring him to himfclf, and then he nlay do very 
well. 

WmOATE. 

Phol truce with your jargon: Where i$ rthc 
fcoundrel ? 

Gakgle. 

'* Dear Sir, moderate yovr angen Harlh lanr 
guage may — 

WiNGATE. 

Harfli language ! If he behaves like a profligate 
flian't I tell him of it ? 

Gargle. 

Violence may inflame : ,gen^e means may work a 
reformation : the boy has good fentiments. 

4 

WiNGAT'E. 

Sentiments! don't tell me of fentiment; what 
have I do with fentiment ?—r-Let the booby mind 
his bufinefs, learn how to get nioney, and never mils 
an opportunity. I never mifled an opportunity j 
got up at five in the morning ; ftruck a light; 
made my own fire ; worked my fingers ends -, and 
this vagabond is now going to deftruftion. Let 
him have his full fwing. Let him go on : A ridi- 
culous — 






Gargle, 

Ay ; ridiculous indeed ! For a long time paft he 
could not converfe in the language of common fenfe. 

Alk 
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Alk him a trivial qticftion, he gave you a cramp 
anfwer out of fome of his plays, that are always run- 
ning in bii hciid. Na unddrftaading 3 woid (bst he 
iay s ! 

D^atb utd fory r this, comes of his:kfce|>ing cdm- 
ptny vrith wits, amd he J^acmao^d to '«n for wits.*— 
ha ! ha ! wit is a fine thing indeed* . I neycr knew 
one of your men of genius worth fixpence. There's 
my friend Bookworm ; he haS parts and talents ; 
every body lays fo 1 we went to fchool together 5 he 
tfudiedwdl. (laughs) Ha! ha! yes, he ftudied 
well ! he made Verfes, and I learned Vulgar Frac- 
tions* Where is he now ? Looking tJirough iron 
bars at the King's Bench prifon.—- -Ha ! ha I wit is 
the moft rafcally, contemptible^ beggarly thing on 
the face of the earth* 

Garglb. 

Would you believe it, Mr. Wingate ? I have 
hviTid out that your foft went three times a w^ek to 
a ipotfting club, 

Wingate. 

A fpouting club. Friend Gargle! what's,a fpout- 
mgclub? * - 

Gargile. 

A meeting of prentices, and clerks, an,d .giddy 
young men, all ihtoxrcated with plays ! and fo they 
meetat public houfes, and there they repeat fpecchesJ 
and alarm the neighbourhood with their noifc, and 
negledt their bufinefs, aud defpife the advice of their 
friends, and think- of notching but of becoming 
aftors. \ V . 
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WiNGATB, 

You don't tell me fo ! a Ipouting club I 2oofccrs t 
they are all mad. 

Gargle. 

Ay^t madj indeed^ Sir : madnefs is occafioned in a 
▼cry extraordinary manner j the fpirits flowing in 
particular channels-— 

WiNGATE. 

*Sdeath! you are as mad yourfelf as any of them* 

Gargle. 

And continuing to run in the fame duffs-"* 

WiNGATE. 

JDucks ! — what ducks ? roaft ducks for fupper ? 

Gargle. 

, No, fir, no J but the finer juices running in the 
lame capillary dufts or veflfels, the texture of the 
brain becomes difbrdered. 

WiNGATE. 

Friend Gargle, don't plague me. (walks away}. 
Who's below there ? 

, Gargle, (following him) 

. And by the preflTure on the nervous fyftem, the- 
head is difturbed : obftruftions are formed, and thus 
your fon's malady is contradted. 

WiNGATE. (walking away) 

S J ' . 

Will nobody aniwer ? Who is below? 

Gar^ 
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Gargle, (following bipf) 

But I fhall alter the morbid ftate of the juices^ 
correft his blood, fweeten the humours, and produce 
laudable chyle. 

WiNGATE. 

. Produce a laudable fortune j that's the true ufe of 
GUILE. Who's below there ? Tell that fellow to 
come up. 

Gargle. 

Nay, be a little cool : inflammatories may be dan- 

ferous. He may reform ; there is now fome pro- 
^)eft of it, 

WiNOATE. 

Po ! none of your prolpefts j give me a prolpeft 
of gain. Prithee, don't teaze me, man ; here the raf- 
cal comes. 

« 

Enter Dick. 

* 

Dick. 

X Walking Jlow andjullen^ with bis arms folded t he looks 
at his father^ then fixes his eyes on the ground) 

There's an attitude ! If I had chains on, Bajazet 
could not do it better. (Afide.) 

WiNGATE. 

Did you ever fee fuch a fellow ? So friend ! 

• Dick. 
. ■ * •* Now, my good father, what's the matter ?" 

• .- Vql. II. D Ww- 
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WiNOATE. 

You have been tijpon your travels, have you ? — - 
you have had your frdlick ? — Look you, young man, 
I'll not put myfelf in a paflion ; but death and fire*! 
you fcoundrel, what right have you to plague me in 
this manner ? Do you think I am to fall in love 
with your face ? Muft I bear with you, bccaule 
J am your father ?,. ^ 

Dick, 

*^ A little more th)an kin, and lefs than kind.'* 

WiNGATfe. 

What a pretty figure you cut now ? (Jidnds taugb^ 
ing at him) fuch a poyerty-ftruck rafcal I never faw ! 
Why don't you fpeik yoU blockhead ? have you 
nothing to fay for yourfelf ? 

Dick, {afide) * 

Nothing to fay for yourfelf ? What an old prig . 
it is ! 

WiNGATE. 

Mind me, friend ; I have found you oiit. . Ho^ 
often muft I tell you that you will never come to 
'good ? Turn ftage-pfeyer ! wounds ! you'll not 
have an eye in your head in a month. ( Looks dl 
hinty and laughs ) Ha ! ha ! you'll have 'em knocked 
out of the fockets with withered apples. Remem- 
ber I tell you fo, friend. 

Dick. 

A critic too! {^whijiks) well faid old fqu^re-tx>es* 

. , . . . Win- 
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WiNGATE. 

' Look youj youiig m^i my ^vicc is ail thrown 
away upon you. But once for all, mind what I fayw 
I made my own fortune, and I could do the fame 
again. Wounds ! if I were placed at the bottom of 
Chancery-lane with a hrufh and blackb^^ I kaow 
the world, and could make my own fortune again. 
You read Shakefpeare ! get Cocker's Arithmetic ; 
VQu may buy it for a fhilling upon ^ ftall i the beft 
Dook that ever was wrote, 

Dick. ( ^de ) 

. Pretty well. that j Ingenious, truly I. Egad, the 
xM buck ha3 a pretty notion of letters. 

WiNGATE. 

Can you tell me hciv much is fve eights of fhref 
jixteenths of a pound f —- 1 fee you are a blockhead. 
Five eigh4;s of three fifteenths of a pound ! you can'|: 
tell me ; I would not give a farthing for all yoy 
know. If you have a mind to thrive in this world> 
ftudy figures, and make yourfelf ufefuU. 

Dick. 

*' How weary, fl:ale, flat and unprofitable fcem to 
*^ me all the ufes of this world !" 

WiNGATE. 

Mind the fcoundrel now ! 

Gargle. 

4 

Do, Mr. Wingate, let me fpeak to him. Softly^ 
foftly; ru touch him with a gentle hand. Come, 
young man, lay afide this iijlky humour, and fpeak 
^ becomes -a fon. 

D 2 Dick* 
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Dick. 

^* b Jeptha, judge of Ifrael, what a treafurc hadft 
" thou !" 

WiNGATE. 

What does the fellow fay ? 

Gargle. 

He relents,, Sir ; come, come, young man, make 
peace with your father. 

Dick. 

*^ They fool me to the top of my bent/' Egad^ 
ril bamboozle *em, and fo get out of the fcrape. — 
*^ A truant difpofition, good my lord." — No, no, 
ftay, ftay, that's not right : my friend Ranger can 
fupply a better fpeech.— '^ It is as you fay, when 
*' we are fober, and refleft but ever fo little on our 
^^. follies, we are afliamed and forry j and yet, the 
^' very next nainute, we rufh again into the very 
♦' fame abfurdities/* 

WiNGATE. 

, Well faid, lad, well faid ; that's very good fenfe j 
I like you when you talk fenfe. Liften to mcj^ 
friend : commanding our own paflions, and artfully 
taking advantage of other peoples, is the fure road 
to wealth. And without wealth, what is life ?— Die 
a beggar, rather than live a beggar. A man fhould 
always have a thoufand pounds at his banker's. 
Wounds ! it's ridiculous not to have a thoufand 
pounds at your banker's. 

Dick.' 

Without doubt, Sir. (pfiing a laugh) 
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WiNGATE. 

I'll tell you what, friend; I have a great regard 
for you in the main. What do I mind my bufinefs 
for, and get up at five in the morning ? Is not it all 
for you ? I never loft an opportujiity in my life. 
There was my friend Barlow, I knew he could not 
live 5 he drank brandy in a morning j I faw it $ 
fixed my eye upon him ; fold him an annuity : he 
did not Jive to receive the firft quarter. Ha ! ha ! 
— ^my poor friend Barlow ! — I knew what I was 
about : and is not all that for vou ? Mind me 
friend : if I abufe you, it is beaule 1 wifli you well. 
Death and fire ! do you think Td call you a fcoun- 
drel, if I had not a regard for you ? 

Dick. 

To be fure, Sir. 

WiNGATE. 

You don't hear me call a ftrangef a fcoundreL 

4 

Dick. 

No bad mark of prudence. 

WiNGATE. 

Prudence !-— what do I care for a ftranger ? Mind 
tae, and I'll make a man of you. If you want any 
thing, you Ihall be provided; have you any money 
in your pocket ? Not a fixpence, I warrant. ( looks 
at him and laughs ) There is nothing I hate like po- 
verty. Let me fee, if I have any money in my purfe. 
How is this ? A ten pound note ! Now if I was to 
give you a bank-note — no; TU keep it for you i that 
will do better; and fo mind what I fay, and go and 
make youiiclf ufefuU. 

Dick. 
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Dick. 
*^ Elfe, wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian land J*"* 

WlNOATE, 

Very well ; I like that : you had better ftick to 
your Inifinefs, than turn mountebanki and get trun- 
cheons broke upon your, arm, and tumble about up- 
on carpets. 

Dick. 
. *^ I &ali in nil my beft obey you. Sir.'* 

. WlNGATE. 

Very well ; very well faid. You may do very 
well : I'll fay no more to you now : go change your 
drefs ; make yourfelf fit to be fee/i, and go home to 
your bufinefs. And let me fee no more play-books : 
let me never hear that you wiSar a laced waiftcoat : 
what right haye you to wear a laced waiftcoat ? I 
never wore a laced waiftcoat j never wore one till I 
was forty. But I'll not put myfelf in a paflion i gOj 
and remember what I have faid to yo\i. 

Dick. 

I (hall. Sir. 
^* I muft be cruel only to be kind ; 
" Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind.'^ 
Cocker's Arithmetic, Sir ? 

WiNGATE. 

Ay, Cocker's Arithmetic.: ftudy figures; figures 
and the true Italian method of book-keeping will 
carry you through the world. 

Dick! 
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Dick. 
Yes, Sin {Jiifling a laugh) Cocker's Arithmetic I 

WiNGATE. 

Let him mind me, friend Gargle, and FU make a 

ftian of hiili. 

^ ■ .-. ' 

Gargle, 

Ay, Sir, you know the worlds Your fon will do 
very well : I wifli he were out of his time ; he fhall 
then have my daughter, 

, WlNGATE. 

Yes, but not a ftiver of Jier fortune ; I mufl: touch 
the cafh myfelf ; he flian't finger it during my life. 
I muft keep a tight hand over him. ( Goes to the 
doer ) Do you hear, friend ? Mind what I fay, and 
go home to your •bufinefs immediately* — Friend 
Gargle, let him follow my direftioris, and I'll make 
a man of him, 

V 

Enter Dick. 

Dick, 

«^ Who caird on Achmet ? Did not Barbaroflk 
jequire me here ?" 

WiNGATE.' 

What's the matter now? Barossa! wounds! 
what's Barossa ? Does the fellow call me names ? 
What makes the booby (land in fuch confufion ? 

Dick. 
. . f^ That Barbaroffa Ihould fulped my truth.'* 

Win- 
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. WiNGATE. 

t 

Mad, ftark flaring mad ! — Get out of the room, 
you villain^ get out of the room. 

Dick. 

I thought you called me back, to give me the 
bank-note. Sir. 

WiNGATE. 

Give you a bank-note ! — Death and confufion I 
you oaf} you fcrub i you ridiculous coxcomb j give 
you a bank-note ! the more you expeft it, the lefs 
ill give it. What right have you to expedt it ? 

DrcK. 

If you had not mentioned it yourfelf. Sir — 

WiNGATE. 

I mention it! 

Dick. 

I thought fo. Sir i and as your word is as good as 
your bond — 

WiNGATE. 

There now I fee you're a blockhead : my word ^ 
good as my bond ! you fool> you numflcuU, you'll 
never fuccced in the world. Death and fire 1 how 
is my word as good as my bond ? My word is one 
thing, and my bond is another; all the world knows 
that. Let me hear fuch another word out of your 
mouth, and FU turn you out of my houfe imme- 
diately. My word as good as my bond. Wounds ! 

I ftav^ 
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I have a mind never to fee your face. I hate poverty 
and nonfenfe i never fay that to me again. 

Garcle* 

Come, youiig msin, every thing Was quietly 
fettled : do as your father bids you, and don't Ipoif 
all again. Be advifed by me : go, make yourfelf 
clean, and then come home to your bufinefs. 

[Hepuftfes Dick out^ 

Dick* 
*^ Oh ! 1 am Fortune's fooh'* {Exif. 

WiNGATE* 

1 can be very peremptory, friend Gdt-gle : if he vexei 
hie once more, I'll have nothing to fay to him. But 
1 ftill have hopes -, he can do very well : and now I 
think of it, I have C(B>t-ir^r's. Arithmetic below ftairs in 
the counting-houfe. TU ftep and get it for hio^ 
and he fhall take it home with him* 

Gargle* 

Mr* Wingate, 1 wifli you a good evening. 1 
have a flow fever in the neighbourhood, that I muft 
|)ay a vifit* to. You'll fend him home to his bufi-' 
nefs. [£^i>* 

WiNGATE. 

He fliall follow you direftly* Five^eights of the 
Ihree-Jixteenths of a pound I — Multiply the numerator 
by the denominator j five times fixteen, is ten times 
eight } ten times eight is eighty i and then-— a-— five 
and carry one* [Exit, 

Scene changes to another Apartments 
Vol. 11/ E ^ Enter 
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Enter Dick and Simon. 

Dick. 

, Simon, did you ever fee fuch a queer old putt as 
my father ? 

Simon. 

. Good enough when he is plcafed; but main cho- 
leric ; merciful! ! how he ftorms and raves I blows 
up like gunpowder. 

Dick. 

His charafter will do for the ftage, and I'll a£l it 
myfelf. 

Simon. 

Lord love you, mafter, I am fb glad you are come 
home} but methinks we had better get away from 
this houfci all filhingin troubled waters heres much 
quieter at Mr. Gargle's. 

Dick, 

No, no, Simon ; ftay a moment* This is but a 
fcurvy fort of a coat I have on : I know old fquare- 
tocs has always fomething fmart locked up in his 
clofet ; I know his ways ; he takes them in pawn ; 
never parts with a guinea without a good pledge in 
hand. 

Simon. 

Odds my life, take care ; as fure as a gun hell 
hear you. Hufh! I believe he's coming up flairs. 

Dick. ( goes to the door and lijlens ) 

No — no— no— -he is going down ftairs, growling 

and 
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and grumbling — *' fcoundrel, rafcal — bite the bridle 
— ^' make yourfelf ufefuU — fix times twelve is fe- 
f^ venty two" — All is fafe, Simon; he is gone down; 
we have nothing to fear. Stand you there, and FU 
diipatch this bufinefs in two minutes " by Shrewf- 
** bury clock," 

Simon, 

Bleflings on him, what is he about ?— Why, the 
clofet door is locked, mafter. 

Dick. 

I know it, Simon, but I can unlock ic, — You fliaU 
fee me do it with as much dexterity as any Sir John 
Srute of 'em all. — This right leg here is the beft 
lockfmith in England. Come, furrender up your 
truft — ( Kicks the door open and goes in) 

SlMONT. 

He is at his plays again : odds my heal-t, he is 
wondrous comical; pure diverting; he will go 
through with it, I warrant him. Old Drybeard 
muft not fmoke that I have any concern. I muft be 
main cautious. What's he about ? Blefs his heart, 
he is to teach me to aft Scrub. He began with me 
Ip^g ago, and I got as far as the Jefuit before he 
went out of town^ " Scrub !— coming Sir — why 
** Scrub ! — Ma'am — Lord Ma'am, I have a whole 
" packet full of news ; fome fay one thing, and 
" fome another, but for my part, Ma'am, I believe 
" he is a Jefuit." — That's main pleafant — " I be- 
" lieve he is a Jefuit." 



Enter Dick. 

Dick. 

^* J have done the deed ; didft: thou not hear a 
noife ?" 

E a ,Si- 
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Simon. 

No, maftcrj don*t look fo frightened | not 4 
.moufe ftirring i all fnug, 

Dick. 

This coat will do charmingly, I have outwitted 
the old gentleman nicely. ** In a dark corner of his 
^* cabinet I found this paper ; what it is this light 
" will Ihew." ( reads ) I prdtnife to pay--"h3i U—I 
promife to pay to Mr. Moneytrap or order on demand — « 
^* 'tis l>is hand j a note of his ; — ^yet more" — tbe/um 
^f /even pounds fourteen JhilUngs and /even pen^e^ value 
received by me^ London^ this i^tb June 1775. ^' *Tisi 
^^ wanting what Ihould follow ; his name fhould fol^ 
^* low, but 'tis torn off, becaufe the note is paid," 

Simon. 

Oh ! Lud ! dear heart, 'I'm frighted out of my 
fenfes. You'll fpoil all ; I wifh we were well out of 
the houfe. Our beft way, nriafter^ is to make off di-* 
reftly, 

Dick. 

rU do it 5 we'll- found a retreat iq a monient ; but 
firft help me on with this coat, (puts it on ) Simon^^ 
you fhall be my drefler, when I am a great adtor^ 
you'll be pure happy behind the fcenes. 

Simon. 

As happy as the day is long, matter, I Ihall like 
of it hugeoufly. I have been behind the fcenes in 
the country, wh^ii I lived with the man that fhewed 
wild beaftices, 

Pick, 
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DiCKr' 

Hark ye^ Simon ; when I am playing f<wTie deep 
tragedy, and " cleave the general car with horrid 
Ipeech/' you muft ftand at the fide of the fcenes, and 
cry titterly. ( Teaches him ) Oh ! — it's fo moving, 
J can't ftajid it, 

SiMOK, 

Yes^ PU do it i I am rarq one to cry, 

Dick, 

And when I am playing a gay, fprightly, genteel 
part in comedy, you muft be ready to crack your 
iides with laughing, (^ Teaches him) I ihall t)e 
damned pleafant, 

SliMON, 

J^ever doubt me, mafter* ( Bofh laugh ) 

Dick, 

Very well ; now go and open the ftreet door; FU 
fteal down, and we'll leave old Multiplication Table 
{o himfelf, 

Simon, 

Ay, fo beft : we are dancing upon thorns here : I 
gm gone to ferye you, matter. 

Dick, 

" To ferve thyfelf i for look, when I am Manager, 
^* claim thou of me the care o' th' wardrobe, with all 
''^ thofe moveables whereof the property-man now 
<^ Hands poffcft," 

Si. 
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Simon. 

I does not underftand it, but I likes to hear yoxx 
talk. Hufli ! I am gone. 

Dick. 

Hold, hold 5 Simon, come hither. " What 
" money have you about you, Mafter Matthew ?" 



Simon. 
But a teften 

Dick. 

A tefter !— fomething of the leaft, Mafter Mat- 
thew. Let me fee it. 

< 

Simon. 
You have had fifteen fixpences now. 

Dick. 

Never mind ; I'll pay you all at my benefit, 

Simon. 

I does not fear you. Hufti ! — I'll go and open 
the door. \^Exi(. 

Dick, folus. 

** Thus far we run before the wind." — An apo- 
thecary ! make an apothecary of me ! what cramp 
my genius over a peftle and mortar, or mew me up in 
a fhop with an " alligator ftufft, and a beggarly ac- 
" count of empty boxes !" To be culling fimples, 
and conftantly adding to the bills of mortality. No, 
no, I'll add to the Play-bills rather : - it will be much 
better to be parted up in capitals, J^he part of Romeo 
' iy a young gentleman who never appeared upon any Jiage 
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hef or e ! '—'My ambition fires at the thoughts But 
hold^ hold ; may'nt I run fome chance of failing in 
my attempt ? Hifled, pelted, laughed at, not ad- 
mitted into the Green-room ! That will never do ;" 
" down bufy devil, down, down." — Take it t'other 
way — Loved by the women, envied by the men, ap- 
plauded by the pit, clapped by the gallery, admired 
by the boxes; " Colortel, is not he a charming ci^a- 
" ture ? — My Lord, don't you like him of all 
^' things ? Makes love like an angel — What an eye 
" he has ? The fweeteft figure ! — FU certainly ga 
" to his benefit." Celeftial founds ! — and then Til 
get in with all the painters, and have myfelf put 
up in every ihop ; — in the charadler of Macbeth^ 
^* This is a forry fight." {Jiands in an attitude ) la 
the character of Richard, " Give me another horfe, 
" bind up my wounds \ have mercy" — Oh ! it will 
do rarely; and then the chance of fome great fortune 
falling in love with me — " O glorious thought ! By 
" H^av'n, I will enjoy it, though but in fancy ; ima- 
" gination fhall make room to" — I wonder what 
o'clock it is : ( looks at his watch ) fdeath ! almoft 
ten. I'll away at once; this is club-night; the 
Tpouters will be all met. I'll make one among *em. 
Little do they think I am in town j they will be fur- 
prized to fee me ; TU beat up their quarters, and 
then for my aflignation with my mafter Gargle\ 
daughter. Poor Charlotte ! by her letter I find ihe 
is locked up, but I ftiall contrive means to favour 
her efcape. I'll carry her ofi\ A pretty theatrical 
genius. If Ihe flies to my arms " like a hawk to 
it*s perch," it will be fo rare an adventure, and fo 
dramatic an incident ! as my friend Polydore fays, 

" Limbs do your office, and fupport me well ; 
" Bear me but to her, then fail if you can." 

End of the FIRST ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 



Stene dif covers the Spouting Club : the Members feateJ$ 
and roaring out Bravo, while -one ftands at a difiance% 
aBing Pierre. 

First MfiMftEk^ 

** /^URS'D be your fenate j cursed yotir confti-* 
** V-^ tution; 

*' The curfc of growing fadtions and divifions 
** Still vex "^ur cotmcils'*— * 

Second Member. 
Don't you think his aftion rather confined ? 

First Member. 

Confin'd ! — don't you know that I am in chains ? 
you know nothing of the ftage. A blockhead I 

Second Member, (advancing to him) 

Blockhead, fay you ? — I know more of the ftagc^ 
than fuch upftarts as you can pretend to. filock-^ 
head ! — Was not I the firft that took compaflion ofi 
you, when you lay, like a fneaking fellow, under the 
counter, and fwept your matter's ftiop in a morning ? 
When you read nothing but The Toung Man^s 
Pocket CompaniGny or The True Clerk* s Vade Mecum^ 
did not I fhew you the way to the upper gallery ? 
teach you the ufe of a catcall, and put Chrononhothon^ 
tbologos into your hand ? 

All 
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All. 
Well argued j bravo ! bravo ! 

President. 

Come, gentlemen j no difputes $ no quarrelling. 
Confider where you are : This is the honourable fo- 
cicty of Spouters ; and fo to put an end to all ani- 
mofitics, read the fcvcnth rule of this fociety. 

Third Member, (reads) 

^at bufinefsy or want of money ^ jhall not he received 
as an excufe for non-attendance i nor the anger of pa^ 

RENTS, MASTERS, GUARDIANS, Or RELATIONS, tea 

reffraint to genius j to the end that this Society may boafi 
lis own mimic heroes, and be afeminary of young aSors, 
to grace the Jock and bufkin, in fpite of the low mechanic 
mfidpf 4>f people fit only for the drudgery of trade and bu-- 
fintfs. 

President. 

That is not the rule I meant to reacJ. But come — 
** Fill a meafure the table round" — " Now good 
digeftion wait on appetite, and health on both" — 

Huzza ! huzza ! huzza ! 

Scotchman. 

What fay you, lads ? — ^Now. Til gee yoi^ a touch 
of Macbeeth. 

First Member. 
Well done highlander j let us have it. 

Vol. lit F Scotch- 
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Scotchman. 

What do'ft leer at, mon ? I Haye had muclQe 
applaufe at Edinbt^rghy when I enafted in the Reegi-. 
feede. , I now intend to do Ma<;heeth. I feed the' 
digger yefterneet, . and I thought I fhould J[ia* I^led 
eyery one that canie athwart my gate. 

Irishman. 

Arrah, ftand out of the way, my boys, and you 
fliall fee me give a touch pf Othollo, my dear. 
Now for the truth of it. (Bums a cork^ an4 blacks 
bis face) The devil burn the cqrk^ it WQuld qqv . 
do it faft enough. 

First. Member. 

• • • 

Here, here ; I'll lend you a helping hand. 

(a rap at the dgor^^ 

Second Memmr. 
^' Open locksj, whoeyer knocks/ ■ ' 

]£.nier Diok^. 

Dick. 

" How now, ye fecret, black, and midnight '(iiagsl 
*^ what is*t you do ?'* 

All. 

# • 

Ha ! the genius ! the genjus cpnie tq town !— -th^ 
genius ! — huzza ! 

Dick, 

" How fare the honeft partners of my heart ?" 
Natl Pigtail^ give us your h^nd j Jack Oakftick^ yours i 
Bob Nankeen J how goes it my boy ? Qilly Sapling \ 
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joice to fee you. — Gent}emen> I rejoice to fee you 
all. But come the n^^s ; the newa of the town, for 
I am but juft arrived. Has any thing been damned ? 
Any new performer this wfnter ? How often has 
ilonied and Juliet been afted ? What new plays -on 
the flocks ? Gome, my bucksi inform me i for J 
want newsi 

"Bravo, Sit- tiarry ! yon fliajl know all in good 
time : but prithee> my dear boy, how was it ? you 
|)layed at Briftol t the firft dalh is over with you ': 
come> let us hear. 

Second Msk&E^i 
Ay, the particulars^ itiy 4ear Dick^ 

t>iCK; 

Look ypii thfcre how ; as Ranger fays^ ht lis haVS 
it> dear boy> and dear Dick* 

't'iftst MeWbeiI* 
NajTji iiayj kt us hear 5 how was yoii. rtceiVed ? 

biCKi 

Roml&o was my part : I touched etri to the quick; 
fevery pale face from the Wells was there; Not irt 
the leall frightened ; on I i^cnt. Eafy at firft j came 
to the Garden-lcehe : Juliet thought to have it hol- 
low : fhe tuned her filver pipe i are you at that work 
fays I ? three ftrides to the ftage door, turned fhort, 
and here goes. I gave 'em a volley. I tickled 'em, 
as you. Will fee in the papers. But come, " What 
**^ bloody fcene has Rofcius now to ad V* 



First Member. 

All well ftudied i ready in feveral charaftets. 'Btit 
^ Genius* 
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Genius, why come among us fo late ? Why was nor 
you here in the beginning of the night i 

Dick. 

Why, Jiap my vitals, I longed to fee you all ; birt 
whom Ihould I meet in my way but my friend Caf- 
call? a devililh good critic. He has been in at the 
death of many a piece. He and I went together, 
and had our pipe, " to clofe the orifice of the fto- 
mach you know," and what do you think I learned 
of him ? 

First Member. 
Something deep* 

Dick. 

" Not as deep as a welly but it will do.*' Can you 
tell whether the emphafis Ihould be laid upon the epi- 
taph or tht fubjiantive ? 

First Member. 
The epkapb^ or the Jubfiantive i 

Dick. 

Ever while you live, lay your emphafis upon the 
^ifapb. 

Irishman, 
- Arrah, my dear, what is that fame epifaph now ? 

Dick. 

Arrah, " my dear Coufin Maclljane, won't you 
^ put a remembrance upon me ?" 

Irishman. 

• But is it mocking me you are ?-*-! believe it's a 

knock 
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knock you have a mind to take. Hark you^ my 
Jewell ; if you'd be taking me off— don't you call it 
taking off i — By my fhoul^ I would be making yoo 
take yourfelf off. — What ? — don't you like it?—If 
you are for a carte over the arm^ I woiild not matter 
you three Ikips of 3, fay. 

Dick. 

# 

Nay, prithee, no offence: I hope we Ihall be 
brother players. 

Irishman. 

Ow ! then we'd be very good friends j for you 
know two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 

Scotchman. 

Locke is certainly reet in his chapter aboot innate 
ideas ; for this mon was born without any at all. A 
flieet of blank paper : Tabula raja : and t'other mon 
yonder — 1 ken not his name j they call him the Ge- 
nius i I doot he has no great heed-piece. 

Dick. 
What character do you intend to appear in ? 

Irishman. 

• 

Otbollo^ my dear. Let me alone : you'll fee how 
rU bodder 'eixi. Though by my ihoul, myfelf does 
not know but I would be frightened, when every 
thing is in a bub-bub, and nothing to be heard,^ but 
'' Throw him over" — « Over with hhn" — « Off, 
off, off the ftage"— ** Mufic"— « Wont y' ha' fomc 
orange chips" — *^ Ha ! fome nonpareils"—" Pro- 
logue" — " Hornpipe"-" Roaft beef ' — My dear, 
it is not like going to thc/od: A body could do that, 
frcfh and fafting in a morning, without fee or re- 
ward i 
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wait! ; becaze^ why ? you arc as terril:^ yourfclf a3 
.your enemy. — But the critics have the adrantagc— •-- 
Ow ! never mind that ; who knows but the deai* 
craUtrs in the boxes will be lucking at my legs ? To 
be fore I the Devil bum the luck they'll give 'axu 

Scotchman* 

By St. Andrew, the chedd of Norib-Britain has 
taken thstt trade out of your hands* 

Imsili^ANi 

That trade out of our hands, is it ?— ^Wky fur^j 
tny dear5 the legs are the manufa6hire of Ireland. 
Ow ! never fear it Let me alone, my jewd i may 
be I would fee a little round face from Dublin in the 
pit ; may be I would. 

ScOTQHMAKi 

« 

For the elocution you will fee that We have the 
preference : I'll gee you a Specimen* 

DlCK.- 

What with that impediment if 

ScOTCHMANi 

Impeediment ! what impeedimcnt ? I do liOt l^fpi 
do I ? I do tiox./(jiueenti I am well leem*di ^ni I not-? 

Irishman* 

Why thetii if* you go to that, 1 am as Well tim- 
^tfrVmyfdf as any of them ; and by and by you will 
fee what a figure I will make* in genteel and i9p co- 



i&tiOTGK^ 
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» 

SCOTCHMAIV^ 

' Out d waw ! ftand clear, mon, and JTl |[af you a 
touch cjfAfo^^^/i?* (repeais.) . -^ 

*^ Js this a dagger that I fee before me ? 
** The haundje toVrd^ my haund !" 

iRfsHMANTw {fallarhtg biM) 

^* Villain, be fore you prove my . \. . .' 

*' Love a whore*' {^repeat^ tbf refi ofth$/feecb. ) 

« ' 

Third Member. 
{With bis^ face fewder'd^ and a fife in bis band.) - 

\ ^^ I am thy father's fpirit i 
^* Doom -d for a certain time to Walk the night— y^ 

DrcJi. 

Po 1 Prithee, man y ypxi are not fat enoxigh for a 
ghoft. 

All. 

No, no ^ it ftands to reafon that a ghoU: (hould 
be the fatteft aftor on the ftage. 

Third MembeIi. 

I intend' to make my firft appearance in the Ghoft : 
but I am little puzzled abwt one thing. The aur 
dience, you know, allways applau4 a man at his firft 
appearance : now I want to know* when I come onj, 
and they all fall a clapping, whether I ftioyld make 
a bow to the pit and boxes ? 

Irishman. 

To -be fure you would ; and* then if you are 
iamnedy being a ghoft> you are at home you know, 
jpy dear, 

Seconp 
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Second Member. 

Now gentlemen for the true way of dying— (y^^i^ 
a blanket) you muft fuppofe me wounded — {falls') 

" Oh ! Altamont^ thy genius is the ftrongcr j 
♦^ Thou haft prcvail'd— *' 

'Watchman, {witbin) 
Faft five o'clock^ and a cloudy morning* 

V . 

Dick. 

How ! paft five o'clock ! — fdeath ! I ihall mifs 
my appointment with Charlott€-r-<^ I have ftaid too 
*^ long, and I ihall lofe ipy profclytc.**— -rCginea my 
boys, let us faliy out. 

All. 
. Ay ! let us adjourn i let us beat the rou(ids» 

Irishman. 

Ow ! never fear me ; I am ready for any thing, 
ifjy dear J though if they had ftaid,, I fhould hftve 
boddered 'em finely in Othollo^ 

Scotchman. 

1 ihould have Jheemd in Macbeetb. But never mind 
it now. ril go to my friend the bookfeller, anci • 
tranflate Cornelius Tacitus^ or Grotius de Jure Belli^ 

All, 
Huzza ! huzza ! huzza ! 

Dick. 

We'll fcower the watch — ^* Confuflon to Mora-i 
" lity ! I >yifli the conftable was married" — Huzza ! 

Irish^ 
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MThjr then, myftlf iSd not cart if I ivas well ittar- 
riedtoOi a wife with a good fortuitc woiild bt hin- 
dering me from goin^ on the ftage. Ow ! no matter ; 
I may meet with a willi;)g ctatur ibmewhere. 

Dick, 

Now (or the' Montagues and the CapuUts^ and if 
dicy bite their thumbs at me [Exit. 

All. 
Huzza 1 Huzza! huzza! {Exeunt imrnsi 

Scene a STREET. 

Enter WATCHMANf 

Watchman. . 

PaA five o^cIock, and a cloudy morning.-^ — All 
mad I believe in this houfe. This is their trade thfee 
nights in the weekj T think.— Paft five o'clock, and a 
cloudy morning. 

Alt. {within) 

Huzza ! down wt^ the watch : I wilh the con-^ 
ftable was married. 

Watchmaht. 

I 

What, in the name of wonder s^re they about now ? 

Enter .the Svf^ovT tiL%. 

Dick. 

; ^'* Angels and minifters of grace defend us.*^ 
Vol. IL G Fiwf 
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First Member. 

•* By HcaVn, V\l tear thee joiiitlby joint,- and ftrew 
** This hungry church-yard with your limbs*'* 



'» 



Dick. 

* '* Avaunti and quit my fight : thy bones are mar- 

" rowlefs ; 
*^ There's no fpeculation in thofe eyejs, tjiat tijau 
• *''dbft glare withall/' **'' . 

Watchman. 

»■ 

You are difpofed to be meriy,, ipafter* 

Second Member. 

r • • 

*' Be fure y6U write him down aii afs." 

Dick. 

*' Be alive again 

'* And dare me to the defert with thy pole. 



'^ ,^ 



First Member. 
*^ Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear** - 

Second Member. 
*^ The arm'd rhinoceros, or ♦Hyrcanian tygcr**-— 

Dick. 

" Take any Ihape but that, and my firm nerves . 
*' Shall never tremble" — - 

Watchman. 
Soho ! foho ! 

4 

Enter 
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Enter Watchmen from all farts ^ fome drunk^ fome 
coughing, 4nd many ponding at a diftance^ 

Second Watchman. 
What's the matter here ? 

Fir ST^ Watchman. ' ^ 

I charge 'em all in the King's name; they have 

broke the peace i they have committed burglary, 

• » • ... . * 

Watchmen, 
Down with 'em 5 bring 'em along^ 

PrcK. 

^*' Unrn^nner'd flave I 

" Advance your lanthom higher than my breaft^^ 
" Or by St. Paul, Til ftrike thee to my foot, 
^* And fpurn the beggar for this infolenQe," 



.Watchmen. . 

Upon 'em ; fall on ^ to th^ round- houfc, . (^V 
fight I Dick falls i fever al run away ^ Watchmen 
follow. J 

Dick, ' " " 

" I am not valiant neither. 

" Man but a ruih againft Othello's breaft, 

" And he retires. Where Ihould'Qthello go ?'* 

Go ! where (hbuld I go ?— To my little ti:harlotte 
to be furc. Egad; I'll make my efeape."' Now 
Love direft me, " Like the fureft arrow from youi* 
*' quiver." [Exit. > 

• '■ -G ft •• i--''*'**/- ' - Enter 



^ THE appr5:ntice^ 

^/^ Watchmen and/everal Spouters* 

FiR$T Watchman^ 
Bring *eno along. 

Seoond Watchman, 
Ay, ay j brin^ .*cm along j %\\^y flialj a»ilWcr this, 

Fll^$7 MEMBER, 

^ Good ruffiansi hpH a whilct** 

First Watqhmaji* 
Hold ^em faft, 

Seconp MEMS^Rf 

^M ^m ynfortunatc, but not alhamM of bring lb,** 

Si;conp Watchman* 
No, afhapr^'d of nothing, HI warranto 

FU^T Memur« 

Rafcak ! here is \h.t moft prevailing, powerful 
rhetoric, (throws motuy down.) 

First Watchman. 
Stay, ftay i the money neeil not be Joft# 

SscoND Watchman, 

We cimc honeftly by it, whatever they did* 
{^H^atcbmen fi(k a^ iM motuy^ and the SfoHt^rf rm 

First Watchma?^. 

. Come, neighbour I noioad bootiy. 

[E^mnt fFatcbmen. 

Scene 
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A « 

Scene, Another STREET, 
Eftter Dick, with a Lantbom and Ladder, 

All's quiet here j the coaft clear. Now for my ad- 
venture with Charlotte. This ladder will do the 
i)ufiiief$<( though it would be rni^e tbcatrlP^l if ^t 
was a ladder of ropes. That doe« not fignify much : 
I have feen it done this way in one .^ the panto** 
mimes.— rThi$ is my mailer Gargle's. *^ I remem- 
ber an apothecary, and hereabout he dwells." — NoC 
being yet broad day, ^^ the beggar's (hop is ihut,"— • 
What ho ! apothecary ! — Soft 5 *^ what light breaks 
I from yonder window ?- - 

'^ It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sun. 

♦^ Arife^ fair Sun, and lull the envious Moon"-*-» 



\ 



Charlotti. {attbfmn^hw.y 
Who's there ? my Romeo ? 

Dicit, 
^ Thef^n^i my love, if it not thee diipleafe,'* 

Charlotte. 
Not fp loud ; be a little natural now i you'll wake 

my father* 

Picit, 

" Alas j there's more peril in thy cyej^'* 
Than twenty of his gallypots. 



• •' * ■ 



Charlotte. 
. Pfliaw ! how can you ? don't be in heroics now ; 



never 



t 
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never mind poetry and plays. How could you ftay 
folong?:; i : 

Dick. , 

'* Chide not, my fair, but let the god of love 
*^ Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy hearty'* 

As I live and breathe, you'll ruin every fhing. I 
(hall be difcovered. Be filent j niakd no rioifc:! an4 
ni come down to you. * 

Dick, 

No, npi not fo faftj let us aft the Garden-Jcew 
firft. ' ' - ^ ' • ' 

Charlotte, 

And my next fcene will be a prifon (bene. My 
father will lock me up, where Ifhall have no pofllbi- 
lity of efcaping. Have patience, and Til oe with 
you in a moment, 

Dick, 

Nay, then, I'll aft Rangfer : *^ Up I go, neck or 
** nothing." ^ 

Charlotte, * 

Was there ever fuch a man ? You are enough ta 
fright a body out of one's wits. I have fettled ^vtry 
thing with Simon : he is going to open fliop, and 
has promifcd to let me out.th^t w^y. Can't you 
ftay where you sire ? Don't come up. I tell you 
there is no occafion for the ladder, ' 

, . Dick. , 

• *•-.'».» ^ ' "• ij ' ' 

. But I tell yoii, I wouldl not give a farthing for it 

withoyc 
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without the ladder. " Up I go : If it was as high 
*' as the garret, I Ihould mount/* 



imter Simon* at the Utor* 



"i 



Simon. 

Sir, Sir; maftcr, madam*-— 

, ». .. ,» - .t .-— 

,'DfCK. {^Gaing u^ the ladder.), \ ■ ■'\ 

JPrithee bcquiet^ ^toton; I am tfcending "the 
'* high: cop-galla<it -^ my jojr/! : . . ^ . . .1 — 

Always fome new comical notion in his head. 
An*t plcafe you, m^ftcr, rny young miftrefs may 
toaie,4:hrough the fliop : . I am going icq fVeep it out^ 
and iiie may pafs that way fafe and faft enow, . 

ChaRwtte. 

Th^t >^ill be the*i)eft: way: db-yoii *go down 
again j ftay at the door, and be ready to receive 
me. . : '^ \§he goes in^ 

Dick. 

But Ttell you that will not do:., you fliatft hinder 
mc from going through my part. ( Goes up and Itmks^ 
in at the window ) " A woman by all that's lucky ; 
" neither old nor crooked j" in I go. ( Gets in ) 
And for fear of my mafter Gargle^ and the, purfuit of 
the family^ Til make fure of the ladder. . ' ^ 

' "( Pulling tip ' the ladder ) 

Simon. 

» * 

Hift ! hift !^ mafterj^i leave the ladder; it may fayc^ 
me from being fufpeded.. I can fay that young 
miftrefs got out of the houfe that way, 

Dick, 
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Very true, Simon : take care of a fingle rogues 
rU leave the Tadderj aud be with you in a moment. 

IHe goes in 

Lord love Kim, hpw pleafant he is !— -it will be 
fine divcrfibn for me, when we are ail flaying the 
firtil' together is the Hagewplay, €6 csdl him SrotKer 
Martin — ^" Brother Maryn ^ Brother Martin.^ 

Enter Cmarlotte. 

< 

CHARtOtTI. 

Dor mef I am fdghttd o^ of my ienfi^s : wftertf 
is he ? 

Sii^oir^ 
Hb is a eomhig, Tna'am--*-^^^ Slorhirr Mank»**^ 

4 • • * 

Enter Dick» 

** Cuckedlil him, ma'ami> b/iUtoeans? Pmyour 
«♦ man/' 



Charlotte. 

Well, I- pfoteft and vow, I wonder how you can 
ferve a body Co* Feel how m^y heart goes, thump, 
thump : it flutters like 2Lhird m a cage. 

DicieJ 

" Tis an alarm to love.** — But ftayi I have riot 
done my partrigbt : here hat been no r^ture at our 

RlCCt- 
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meeting — Quick let me fnatch thee to thy Romeo's 



amis," 



CHA]ttOTt£« 

Hufh ! don't you confider the danger ? 

Dick. 

But I tell you, in fpite of all danger we ftiould in-* 
dulge our rapture. It is not dramatic otherwife, 
( Embraces her ) " Curls like a vine, and touches 
'' like a god" 

Watchman4 ( Within ) 
Paft fix o'clock, and a cloudy morning, 

Charlotte. 

As I live and breathe, we Ihall be difcovered and 
taken. We have not a nK>ment to lofe : if you love 
me, let us make our efcape without more foolery* 

Watchman. ( Within ) 
Paft fix o'clock, and a cloudy morning* 

Charlott£# 
It comes nearer and nearer: let us get away* 

Dick. 

Give me your hand, my fair adventurer, I attend 
you. " He muft fight damn'd hard that takes you 
*^ from me now." 

*' Yes, my dear Charlotte, we will go^ together ; 
** Together to the Theatre we'll go ; -| 

" There to their ravilh'd eyes our fkill we'll fhew, V 
^ And point new beautiea — to the Pit below, -^ 

\E^t with Charlotte. 

Vol. II. H Si- , 
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Simon. 

Heaven blefs the couple of 'em ! — Lud ! fomc 
bo4y coming !-— hufh j I muft get out of the way. 

[Goes in andjhuts the door. 

Enter Catchpole and bis Follower. 

Catchpole. 

That's he yonder, as fure as you're alive. Yes, 
yes ; 'tis he. And by that token there (poiittin^ to 
the ladder) he has been about fome mifchief. 

Follower. 

Yes, it is ; no, no : that an't he. That one has a 
laced coat on him : thofF I can*t fay— yes, it is — as 
fure as a gun it is he. 

Catchpolf. 

Ay, I fmoked him at once. — Do you run that 
way, and flop at the bottom of Catherine-ftreet ; Til 
turn into Drury-lane^ and between us both, it's odds 
but we nab him. . [Exeunt. 

Enter Watchman. 

' «. 

Watchman. 

Paft fix o'clock — a troublefome riotous night I 
have had of it — hey! what's here? A ladder at 
mafter Gargle's window ! I mufl alarm the family. 
Ho ! ho ! mafler Gargle ! ( raps at the door ) 

Gargle. ( at the window ) 

What's the matter ? How comes this window to 
be open ? Ha ! — a ladder : who's below there ? * 

WA']fCH- 
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Watchman. 

Good morning, mafter Gargle : you an't robbed, 
I hope : going my rounds I found a ladder here, and 
faw that window open. 

Gargle. 

My mind mifgives ; fome misfortune has hap- 
pened ; that young Gracelefs has been at work, I 
fear. Take away the ladder : where is Charlotte i 
my daughter, Charlotte — 

[iX? goes in. 

Enter Simon imitating Scrub, 

Simon. 
*' Thieves ! murder ! thieves ! robbery ! popery !'* 

Watchman, 

What's the matter with the man ? Are you 

crazy ? 

Simon, (with kis coat half off) 
" Spare all I have, and take my life. 

Watchman, 
Any mifchief within ? % ' 

Simon. 

" They broke in with fire and fword. *' They'll 
^ " be here in a moment — five and forty !"— -this 
will do — young mafter taught me this : I Ihould 
not know what to fay but for he : this will deceive 
'em all. Five and forty. Sir y with fword and piftol I 

Watchman. 

Robbers in the houfe ? 

H 2 Simo^ 
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\ 

\ 

Simon. 

'^ With fword and piftol — Five and forty, I law 
*cm alU" 

Watchman, 

Nay, an that be the cafe, it's time for me to march 
off : I may happeti to have the worfl: on't, and fo 
ril.go and fle^p in whole bones— -Half an hour paft 
fix o'clock. \Exif. 

Simon, 

If it was not for my friend Scrub I don't know 
what I IhouW do. 

Enter Gargle. 

Gargle. 

She's gone; the villain has robbed me; my 
daughter is run away ; he has carried her ofFi Simon^ 
I fay, Simon i where is the fellow ? 

Simon. 

Down o* your knees ; down o* your marrowbones; 
five and forty ! robbers, villains, thieves, murderers^ 
with fword and piftol 5 down o' your marrowbones. 



Gargle, 

I — Get up 



Gargle, 

What a fright the poor fellow is in ?; — 
Simon, My daughter is loft -, I am ruined. 

Simon, (jffide) 

He does not fufpeft me : young mafter has taught 
me rarely, bleffings on him for it. (to Gargle) 
'^ Spare ail I have, Sir, and take my life." 



Enter 
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J^Ur WiMGATE, mtb a News-paper. 

Wing ATE. (^Reading) 

Wanted on good Jecurity^ Five Hundred 
Pounds, for wiuh lawful intereji wilJ^ be gitxen^ 
and a good Premium: Whoever this may ftdi^ 
enquire for S. T. at the Crown and Rolls in 
Chancery-lane^ Nota-Bene \ Vhe utmofi Jecrecy may 
he depended upon.'* — Th.ifi may be wnorth looking 
after. If the feliow's a fool, I'll fix my eye upon 
him. Other peoples follies are aneftate to the man 
who knows how to make himfelf ufefuU. Hey ! 
whom have we here ? — Friend Gargle ! — up early I 
fee ; nothing like it i nothing to be got by lounging 
in bed, like a great lubberly fellow. What's the 
matter with you ? You look as if you had been tak- 
ing your own phyfic. 

Gargle. 
No wonder j no wonder j my daughter Charlotte ! 

Wingate. 
Your daughter ! what fignifies a foolifh girl ? 

Gargle. 
Poor girl ! out at that window there ! 

V 

Wingate. 

Fallen out of the window ! If fhe is dead, ihe i^ 
provided for. Here, I have brought the book ; I 
could not find it kft night. Here it is j more fenfe 
in it than in all their Macbeths and their trumpery : 
[reads the title page) Cocker's Arithmetick ; let that 
booby fon of mine ftudy this, and he will know how 
to fight his way in the world. Look you here now : 

fuppofe 
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fuppofe you have a fixtecnth part of a fliip, and 
I buy one fifth of you ; what fhare of the ihip do I 
buy? 

Gargle. 

. Dear heart ! dear heart ! mine is a melancholy 
cafe, 

WiNGATE. 

So it is, if you can't anfwer the queftion. Why 
fhould not a man know every thing ? How can you. 
fettle partnerfhip accounts ? One fifth of one fix- 
teenth, what fhare of the whole do I buy ? Let mc 
fee i ril do it a fhort way. 

Gargle. 

To lofe my daughter in this manner ! feduced 

out of my houfe ! She is gone, beyond redemption, 

» 

WiNGATE. 

Zookers ! be quiet man j you put me out. Can't 
you hold your tongue ? Five times fixteen is equal to 
ten times eight ; ten times eight is eighty. Wounds ! 
rilgive the book to that ignorant feoundrellj though, 
for aught I fee, you are as ignorant yourfelf. 

Gargle. 

Deliver me ! I don't know which way to turn my- 
felf. Your fon is returned to his old tricks. 

WiNGATE. 

His old tricks ! what, on the flage again ? 

« 
Gargle. 

I fuppofe fo 5 and he has carried off poor Charlotte. 

Win- 
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WiNOATE. 

Carried off your daughter ! how did the rafcall 
contrive that ? 

Gargle. 

Oh ! I am diftradted. The watch alarmed us a 
little while ago, and I found a ladder at the window, 
I wifti I had never taken him into my houfe. He 
may debauch the poor girl. 

WiNGATE. 

Suppofe he does ; what then ? She's a woman, is 
not Ihe ? The fellow will have fenfe enough for that, 
I warrant him. — Ha ! ha ! and that's what fhe wants 
I fuppofe. 

Gargle. 

I never fulpefted her : their intrigue was all a 
fccrct to me. 

Simon. (JJide) 

Now I may venture to fpeak " Secrets! 

" Secrets !" 

Wingate. 

What does the fellow fay ?— Are you in the fecret, 
i rafcall ? 

Simon. 

I " There be fccrets in all families, but for my part 
" rU not fpeak a word pro or con till there's a peace.*^ 



Wingate. 



YV ingate. 

You won't fpeak, firrah ? Speak out this moment 
you villain j do yqu know any thing of this plot ? 

Simon 
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SiMOM. 

■Wh(V I Sir ? Not I, Sir, I know no fecrct. Sir 5 
he came home laft night from your houfe,. aiwl wen^ 
out again dircftly. 

WlKGA.TE« 

You faw him then ? 

SiMOK. 

Yes, Sir ; I faw him to be fure. Sir. He made 
me open the fliop-door for him : he ftopt on the 
thre(hoM, and looked as if he faw Ibmething,. and 

{)ointcd at one of the clouds,, and alkcd if it was 
ike an ouzel, 

WiNGATE. 

Like an ouzel ! wounds ! what*s an ouzel ? 

Gargle. 

And then he came back in the dead of the nighty 
and ftok away my daughter, 

WiNGATE. 

Po ! what lignifies your daughter ? All women 
are ruined fome time or other. Wounds ! Til not 
put myfelf in a paffion : what right has the fcoundrell 
to put me in a paffion ? Ill think no more about 
him.. Let him bite the bridle. TU go and mind 
my bufinefs, and not lofe an opportunity for fuch a 
worthlefs numflcull. 

Gargle* 

What ihall I do ? Mr. Win^atc, do not leave me 
in this afflidion, Confider, Sir, Sir, when the ani- 
mal 
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rml fpirits are properly employed, the whole fyftem 
15 exhilarated ; a proper circulation in the fmaller 
dufts or capillary ve£fels% 

WiNOATI* , 

Look you there now ; the fellow Is at his dtkks 
again. Ha 1 ha ! what a mountebank of a do6tor 
you are ! 

GargL£. 
But when the Spirits arc under undue influence—- % 

Win GATE. 

Po ! you are as *m^d witli ybuf plijKieal jargon as 
my fon is with his Sbakefpeare^ and his ridiculous 
beggarly poets. 

Oargle. 

Dear Sir^ let us go in quell of him. He fhall be 
well phlebotomized, and for the future I will keep 
his folids and fluids in a proper ballance* 

WiNGATB* 

Don*t tell me of folids. The blockhe^ will 
never be folid. Til mind my own afl^airs* What 
^care I for him ? Let me fee j my chap is at ( reads 
the neDoS'paper) ay, at the Crown and Rolls. Friend 
Gargle, make your mind eafy : go and ftudy vulgar 
fraftions. Arithmetical proportion is when the an- 
ftcedent and the confequent— 

Enter a Porter* 

WiNGATE. 

Who are you, friend ? What do you want ? ' 
Vol, II. I Porter* 
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Porter, 
Is one Mr. Gargle here ? * 

Garqle. 
' My name is Gargle : any body taken fick ? 

Porter. 
Here's a letter for you. 

, . Gargle. 

Let me fee it. What can this be ? ^o Mr. Gargle 
at the Pejile and Mortar — A letter from your fbn> 
Mr. Wingate i this is his hand. 

i 

« 

Wingate. 

Let me fee it (Jhatches it) this will unravel all, I 
fuppofe — his writing fure enough : what can the 
villain fay for himfelf ( reads ) 

f*(9 Mr. Gargle^ 
Moji potent y grave^ and reverend DoSor, my very 
noble and approved good mafter — The fellow is mad : 
what a reverend doftor you are ! ( looks at Gargle and 
laughs) ha! ha! you look like a mummy— (r^^) 
^bat I have ta^en away your daughter it is moji true i 
true I will marry her. Tis true tis pity, and pity 'tis 
tis true. I never read fuch nonfenfe in my life. Hfs 
friend Shakespeare has taught him this, {reads) 
I have done your Jhop Jome Jervice, and you know it ; 
no more of that. Yet I could wijb, that at this time, I bad 
not been this thing. What does the fcoundrel mean ? 
( reads ) For time may have yet one fated hour to come, 
which wing' d with liberty y may overtake occajicnpaft. — 
His poets have taught him that too, and it's all flat 
nonfenfe : time and tide wait for no man, ( reads ) 
Here is a ruffian making villainous jefis at my undoing. 
Even the lewd rabble, when they beheld him/eizing me, 

grumbled 
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grumhled pity. I could have hugged the greqfy rogues ; 
they f leafed me, lexpeH redrejsfrom thy noble Jorrows. 
Farewelly remember me. Richard Wingate. 

I don't underftand a word of it. Mad as a March 
hare i flark flaring mad. 

Porter. 

An't pleafe ye, I fancy's the gentleman is a little 
befide himfelf. He took me hold by the collar, and 
called me villain, and bid me prove his wife a whore. 
Lord help him ! I never feed the gentleman's fpoufc 
in my born days before. 

' GARGI4E. 
Is Ihe with him now ? 

Porter. 

There's a likely young woman with him, all in 
tears. 

Garolb. 
My daughter to be fure. 

WiNGATE. 

Let him flay there. Wounds ! I would not go 
the length of my arm to fave the villain from the 
gallows. Where was he, friend, when he gave you 
this letter ? 

Porter^ [ 

1 fancy the gentleman's in troubles : I brought it 
from a fpunging-houfe. 

WiNGATE. 

' A fpunging-houfe! 

I a Porter, 
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PORTZK. 

Yes, Sir— -Mr* Catch pole's in Grafi Inn Lane^ 

WiNGATE. 

Jj^t him lie there j I am glad of it. 



<■ 



Gk^Oh^n 



• Let us go to him, Mr, Wingate, I in treat you i 
^c may fave himfrom ruin. 

WlNGAT^t 

Noi let him fuffer for it. This it is to have a'^- 
nius — ha ! ha ! Genius is a fine thing indeed ! 

Gargle. 

We may ftill do fome good. We may retrievf 
him. Step into my houfe, I'll flip on my coat. 
This honeft porter will ihcw vs the way. 

WiNGATE, 

Come in, and Til talk to you : but I will have no- 
;thixig . to do i^ith thie fcoundrell— \Exih 

Gargle. 

Honeft friend come with us i I fhall be ready in 
a moment. Simon, do you ft^y and take care of 
the houfe, [£^^'/» 

Simon, 

Oh ! I underftand it now : my poor young maftcr 
Jhut up in a jail. I Have three flailUngs, and a tefter, 

and 
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and I fliould like to give it to him all, an it would 
do him any good. 

Garglb. (wilhin) 
Simon, Simon. 

Sjimon. 
Anan ; Fm a coming. [Exit. 

Scene a SPUNGING-HOUSE. 

Dick anjd Catchpole at a table ; Charlotte ^///;/jr 

in a difconfolate manner. 

Catchpole. 

Here's my fervice to you, young gentlemaii* 
•Don't li^t your ^irits finkt The d^ is no fiiclt 
great matter. Why fo fad ? 

DlCiC. 

" Becaufe captivity has robbed me of a juft and 
" dear revenge.'* 

Catchpole. 

Never look out of humour at me. I never ufes 
any body ill. No complaints of my houfe. Come, 
this has been many a good man's lot. Don't be de- 
jcfted. I have taken a liking to you. Your look 
be^eaks fom^thing. My heart warms, to you, mc- 
thinks. Here's my fervice to you. Hey ! the li- 
^or out. Come, we'll have t'other bowl. 

DlCK^ 
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Dick, 

^' Fvc now not fifty ducats in the world j yet 
*' Still I am in love, and pleased with ruin." 

Catchpole. 
What do you fay ? You have fifty Ihillings I hope* 

Dick, 
*• Now thank Heav'n, I'm not worth a groat/* 

Catchpole. 

- Not worth a groat ! — Then there's no credit here, 
I can tell you that^ You muft get bail, or go to 
Newgate. The cpunty jail is the place for the like 
of you. Who do you think is to pay houfe-rent for 
you ? I faw fomething fneaking in you at the firft 
xaft of my eye. I knew you was nobody. My 
/heart turned againft you at once. Such poverty- 
ftruck devils as you have no bufinefs in. my houfe* 

Dick. 

' " The infolence of officcj and the fpyrns that pa- 
" tient 
" Merit from th' unworthy takes !" 

Catchpole. 

Merits ! The plaintiff will fhew you tha;t he has 
merits, I warrant him. And you fee your friends 
won't come near you. They have all anfwered in 
the old cant, '^ I've promifed my wife never to be 
." bail for any body" — " I have fworn not tp be fe- 
" curity',' — I would lend you the money, if I had it, 
" but I defire to be excufed from juftifying bail" — 
And the porter you fent but juft now will bring the 
fame'anlwer. Don't think to ftay fni veiling here. 

You 
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You Ihall go to quod I can tell you that, (knocking 
ai the door,) Coming, coming ; I'm a coming. I 
fliall lodge you in Newgate before night. Not worth 
a groat ! — Fll keep no fuch low-lived company in 
my houfe. ( knocking at the door ) Knock the houfe 
down, do, will you ? A parcel of adtor-folks com- 
ing I fuppofe. None but players will come after 
jrou. Fll take none of 'em for bail. They fhan't 
jibe mc, I promife you. [Exit. 

Dick. 

" Has this fellow no feeling in his bufinefs, that 
** he laughs m% making priforiers ?" Come, clear 
up, Charlotte; never mind this; let us aft the 
Prifon-lcene in the Mourning- Bride. 

Charlotte. 

- How can you think of afting plays now, when we 
are in fuch diftrefs ? 

Dick. 

Why that's the time to imitate great examples. 
" Unbend that brow and look more kindly on me." 
Come, we'll praftice an attitude. How many of 'em 
have you ? 

Charlotte. • 

Oh I attitudes enough, if that would pay the debt. 
Let me fee ; one, two, three, and then in the fourth 
aft, and then — as I live and breathe, I believe, 1 
have ten at leaft, 

Dick. 

« 

^ That will do fwimmingly. I believe I have a 
round dozen myfelf. 

Enter 
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Enier Wingate and Gargl£. 

Gargle. 
Hafli ! let us liftcn to him. I dare fay he repents^ 

Wingate. 

Wounds ! what cloaths are thofe he has on ? 
The villain has robbed me. 

Dick. 

Ay, we will fhew *em attitudes enough. Let u^ 
try, Charlotte. Come ; you fancy me dead, and I 
think the fame of you. ( Tbeyjiand in attitudes ) 

Wingate. 

The fellow ought to be in a ftrait waiftcoat— • 
there, there i mind him now. 

Dick. 
. " Oh ! thou foft fleeting form of Lindamira !" 

Charlotte. 
" Dlufive fliade of my beloved lord !'' 

Dick. 

« 

" She lives, Ihe ipeaks, and we fhall ftill be 
happy." 

Wingate. 

You lie, you villain, you lhan*t be happy. 

(^Knocks him dawn^ 

Dick. {On the ground) 
" Perdition catch thy arm/ the chance is thine/' 

Gargle* 
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Gargls* 

Soj young madain^ I have found you again. 

{Seizes Charlotte* 

Dick. 

*' Capulet forbear ; Paris let loofc your hold ; 
^' She i$ my wife $ our heart§ ar^ twin'd together." 

WiNGATE. 

Sirrah 1 villain ! IH teach you what it is to tor« 
ment your father, {firiking him) 

I>[CK« 

" Parents h^ve ftinty hearts ; no tears can move 
** *cm i children muft be wretched.'* 



WiNOATE. 

Get ofFthc ground i rife up this moment^ or—-^ 

Dick. ( Ri/kg ) 
A pity there are no fcene-drawers to carry me off*. 

WiNOATJE. 

What a vile profligate ! Where did you get that 
coat ? Rafcal, I have a nrind to break your head.. 

Enter Catchpoi;e, lifiening at a dijiance. 

Dick. 

What, like this ? (P«//j of bis %vig^ attdjbews tm$ 
patches on bis bead) 

Win gate. 

O^ave not I told you what your follies would bring 

yoii to ? Can nothing fting you to refleftion ? A 

Vol. n. K thou^ 
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thoufand circumftances might before now have 
touched you to the quick. Your own fufFerings j a 
fenfc of filial duty ; the ingratitude that marks your 
conduft, and the certain ruin that muft be the con- 
fequcnce of irregular and wild purfuits. 

Catchpole. (aftde) 

Vaftly well ! he fpeaks more naturally than any 
of them. 

DlCK» 

Sir, with your permiffion, *^ Rude am I in- rrijr 
*' fpeech, and little fhall I grace my caufe in Ipeak- 
^* ingfor myfelf, yet by your gracious favour" — 

Catchpole. {^afide^ 
No i that won't do j fad ftufF and ill Ipokea. 

WiNGAT?. - %■ 

What do you deferve foh this behaviour ? Where 
do you think it will end ? Without experience and 
knowledge of the world, muft you prefUme to jtadge^ 
for yourfelf ? Is there nothing due to your luperiors ? 
No deference to authority ? By perfifting in a wild 
career of error and diflipation, you may plant-thorns 
upon a father's pillow, but the uneafinefs you 
give him will only ferve to embitter your own re- 
fleftions, when you. are. left in ruin and . diftrefs to 
think of what you have done. 

Catchpole. 

Very good ! {goes up to IVingate and claps him on 
thejhoulder) I like to hear you : you are the beft 
aftor among them, {embraces him) 

Wm. 
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V 

WiNGATE. 

What does the fellow mean ? 

Catchpole. 

You do it admirably : give us another fpeech. 
You have a good falary, I warrant you. 

WiNGATE. 

Zdokers ! do you' take me for a mountebank ? 
Mighty well, young man ; you fee what difgrace 
you bring upon your father. Wounds ! friend 
Gargle, I have dpn6. with him. I made my own 
fortune, and fooner than he fhall fpend a fhilling of 
my nnoney, TU take a boy out of the Blue-coat Hof- 
pitaly and give him all I have. The fcoundrelj has 
robbed me, and fo Mr. Catchpoi^e you may take 
bim to Newgatt. 

Catchpole. 

Well, I thought I never heard a better a6tor in 
my life. FU take him if you be fo minded, and arc 
in good earneft. 

Gargle. 

If you go to that extremity, Mr. . Wingate, then 
you know, the fortune I intended to give my daugh- 
ter muft go into another channel. 

Wingate. 

How is that ? — I muft not lofe the handling oF 
his money — Why you know, friend Gargle, 1 am 
not hard-hearted in the main. 

Gargle. 

Very true, Sir, and if you'll make the young gen- 

K z tlemaa 
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68 THE APPRENTICE, 

tleman fervc out the laft year of his apprenticefhip, T 
fliall be giving over biifinds ; ht may then fet up for 
himfelfj and have all my pradice into the bar^n» 

WiNGATE, 

Right, you are right— I don't like to lofe an oppor- 
tunity : If the blockhead would get as many crabbed 
phyfical phrafes from your HippQcrites and Allen^ as 
he has from his plays and farces, I don't know, be- 
tween you and me, l>ut he may pafs for a good phy^ 
jician* 

Dick, 

*• And muft I leave thee Juliet ? 

Charlotte, 

Have done with fpeethes now : you fee we are 
in the laft diftrefs : you had better make it up. 

(aftdif to i)ick) 

Why, for your fake, I could almoft find it in mjr 
heart — ( afide ) 

WiNGATK, 

You'll fettle your money on your daughter ? 

Gargl£, 

Tou know it was always my intention. 

Wingatjb, 

I muft not let the cafh flip through my hands, 
( ajid^ ) Look ye here, young man : I am the beft 
natured man in the world, — Mr. Catchpolc, how 
much is the debt ? 

Catch- 
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Catchpoll. 

The gentlemflfft gave his note fft tirift6t, I tinder- 
ftands, where he boarded : 'Tis but twenty pounds, 
debt and cofts. I have treated him kindly^ as I al- 
ways do to every body^ and fo what you pleafe for 
civilitjr money.*— The gentleman knows 1 have beea 
very civil. 

WlN'dAtE. 

Twehty f^oiinds ! what right htve you to Ow6 
twenty pounds ? Why don't you fend for your friend 
Sbakefpeare to bail you ? — ha ! ha i I ikould like to fee 
Sbakejpeare attempt to juftify bail — Mr. Catchpole, 
will you take bail of Ben Tbtrnjifmi and Sbakefpeare, 
and Odxf^ Popes ? 

Catchpole. 

No fuch people have been here. Are they houfe- 
ke6per5 i 

Dick. 
^^ You do not come to mock my miferies ?" 

Garole. 

HufK! you'll fpoil all (takes bith hy tbe band) 
Kefs me \ you afe in a high fever. When you come 
home^ ru adminifter a gentle febrifuge. 

Dick, 
^* Throw phyfic to the dogs. Til none of it." 

WiNGATE. 

What docs he'fay,' Gargle ? . . 

« 

Gargle • 
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. Garglk. 
He repeats j he promifes to reform. 

WiNGATE. 

That's right, lad ; now you are right. Serve out 
3^ur time, and my friend Gargle will make a man 
of you. Wounds ! you'll have his 'daughter and aB 
his money 5 and if I hear no more of your trumpery, 
and you mind your buiinefs, and ftick to my 
little Charlotte, and make me a grandfather in my 
old days, why then, you will have all my money 
too, that is^ when I am dead. 

Dick. 

And then, Charlotte, we may go to the play as 
often as we pleafe. ( ajide ) 

Charlotte. 

That cwill be the pureft thing in the world, and 
we may fee Romeo and Juliet ^v^rj time its afted. 

(afide) 

Dick. 

So we may : I'll buy a renter's ihare. And be- 
fides, it will look like a play now, if I reform in 
tlie end — (afideJ—Siv {to IVingate) " free me fo 
" far in your moft generous thoughts that I have Ihot 
*' my arrow o'er the houfe, and hurt my brother." 

WiNGATE. 

What do you fay ? fpeak out friend* 

Charlotte. 
Tell him in plain Englifh. (aftde to Dick) 

Dick. 
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Dick. 

I will: h€ knows nothing of metaphors. Sir, you 
fliaJl find for the future that we will both endeavour 
to give you all the fatisfaftion in our power. 

WlNGATE'^ 

Very well ; that's right. You may ftill do very 
well. Friend Gargle^ I am overjoy'd. 

' Gargle. 

Chearfulnefs is the principal ingredient in th^ 
compofition of health. 

WiNGATE. 

"Wounds ! no more of your phyfic. Here young 
man, put this book in your pocket, and let me fee 
how foon you'll be mafter of vulgar fraftions. -Mr. 
Catchpole, ftep home with me, and Til pay you the 
money. Ifou feem a notabk fort of a fellow, Mn 
Catchpole, and I dare fay mind your opportunities. 
Could you naif a man for me ? 

Catchpole. 
Ay, faft enow, when I have the writ. 

WiNGATE. 

Very well, ftep with me. I lent a young gentle- 
man a hundred pounds. A cool hundred he called 
it — ha ! ha ! — it did not ftay to cool with him. I 
touched zpr^emium there i but I Ihan't wait a moment. 
Come, yQung man s do you know any body that will 
give you twenty pounds ? I never was obliged to 
my family for twenty pounds. But FU fay no more. 
If you have a mind to thrive in the world, make 
yourfelf ufefuU ; that's the only rule I know, and it's 
the golden ruk. 

Dick. 
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Dick. 

Charlotte, as you are to be my reward, I i^ead 
now to be a new man. 

■m 

Charlotte. 
And BOW I ib^U foe how much you k>ve me. 

Dick. 

It fhall be my ftudy to dafervc you. And fincc 
WjC don't go on the ftage it 13 $9n>e comfort ithat 
'^ the world's a f^age, and all th^ me;n and wo9I§q 
** merely players." 

Some aft the upper, fomc the under parts. 
And inaft ^wne wh^'s foceigii to their hearts. 
TljLus life is buf ^ tr^TComic jftft, 
An4.41 b FAi^€£ and mummery at beft. 
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Written by Mr, CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

Spoken by Mrs. CLIVE. 

Enters reading the Play Bill, 

^f^ery pretty Bill, as ?m alive ! 

The part of—Nobody-'-hy MrSy Clive t 
i paltry y fcribbling fool ! to leave me out ! 
tk^ll/ay, perhaps, he thought I could not fpout«. 
Malice and envy to the laft degree t 
And why f^^-I wrote a farce as well as he* 
hd fairly ventured it, without the aid 
0/ Woodward drefs'd in black, and Face in mafquerade* 
horfoul, fuch canting fluff will never do, 
Unlefs^ like Bayes, he brings his hangman too. 
Bia granting that, from thefefame obfequies, 
Some pickings to our youthful bard arife j 
Should your applaufe to joy convert his fear, 
M "Pallas turns to feaft Lardella's bier ; 
Ttt 'twould have been a better fcheme by half 
Thave wrote for me, and made his audience laugh^ 
I could have Jhewn him, had he' been inclined, 
AJpouting junto of the female kind. 
Uere dwells a Milliner in yonder row, 
Willdrefs'd, fulLvoic'd, and nobly built for Jhew, 
Who, when in rage, fhef colds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd, damn'd diflembler \— thinks Jhe' s more than 

Zara* 
Vol. II. L E P I- 
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She has a daughter too that deals in lace^ 

Andftngs — O ponder well — and Chevy Chafe 

And fain H/bouldfill the fair Opheha's place. 

And in her coclCd up hat^ and gown of c amble fy 

Preftmes onfomething — touching the Lord Hamlet. 

A coufin toojhe has, witbfquinting eyes^ 

With wadling gait, and voice like London Cries j 

Wboy for tbeftage toojbort by half aft ory^ 

Alls Lady Townly — thus- --in all her glory. 

Andy while Jhe's traverfmg the f canty room. ' 

Cries — ** Lordy my hordy what can I do at home V* 

Injhorty therms girls enough for all the fellow Sy 

The rantingy whiningy ftartingy and the jealous y 

TheHotffursy RomeoSy Hamlet Sy andOthellos. 

Obi little do thofejilly people know y 

What dreadful trials aHors undergo. 

Myfelfy who moft in harmony delight y 

Amjcolding herefrom morning until night. 

^en take advice from me, ye giddy things y 

Te royal Milliners y ye aproned Kings'; 

Toung men bewarey andjhun ourfiipp*ry WaySj 

Study arithmetic y and hum your play s \ 

AndyoUy ye girlsy let not our tinfel train 

Enchant your eyesy and turn your maddening brain \ 

Be timely wifcy for oh ! befure of this ! 

AJhop with virtue is the height of blifs^ 



^\ 
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WHAT NEWS? 



COMEDY, 

In TWO ACTS, 

Performed at the 
THEATRE ROYAL 

DRURY-LANE* 



, O Bone (nam te 

Scire, Deos quoniam propius contingis, oportet) 

Num quid de Diacis audiftt? 

Hor. 



• 
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Spoken by Mr. M O S S O P* 

^HE love, c^ news ^ now grown the ruHng ^qjjion^ 

In ev'ry age has been thje genWxd fafhion. 
^Twas/o at Athens : — when in evil hour 
Ambition aim' i at univerfal pow'r -, 
When the fierce man of Macedon began 
Of a new monarchy to form the flan -y 
Each Greek (a$ fam^d Demofthcnes relates) 
Politically mad! wmCd ra*^ ^flutes J 
And helfd toformy where'er the mob teuld meet, 
A band of Senators in ev'ry ftreet. 
What news, what news ? was their eternal cry i 
Is VhiYipfick ! thenfoar'd thmrjpirits high i 
Philip is well l-TdqeStion in each eye. 
Athenian coblers jtiin'd in deep debate. 
While gold in fecret undermined the ft ate ; 
Till Wifdom's idrd the vulture's prey was made i 
And the fword gleamed in AcTudLtmns' fbade. 

Now modenyhili^ threaten this our land. 
What fay Britannia's /(?;?i ? — along the Strand 
What news? ye cry — with the fame paffion fmit j 
And ^ere at kaft yx)u rival attic wit. 
A Parliament of porters here Jhall mufe 
Qnftate affairs, ^^ fwalVwing a taylor's news \* 
For ways and means no ftarv' d projector fleeps i 
And ev'ry Jhop fome mighty ftatefman keeps -, 
He Britain's foes, like Bobadil, can kill ; 
Supply th' Exchequer, andnegleS his tilh 
Jn ev'ry alehoufe legiflators meet -, 
And patriots fettle kingdoms in the Fleet. 

Tojhew thisphrenzy in its genuine light ^ 
A modrnt newfmonger appears to night ! 



PROLOGUE. 

^rick'd out from Addifon*s accomplijh^ d fage^ 
Behold tV Upholftcrer-i^ftf»^ thefiage. 

No JMiniJier fucb trials e^er hath ftood % 
He turns a Bankrupt /(?r tbefublic good! 
Undone himfelfi yet full of Enghnd^s glory f 
ji politician ! — neither JVhig nor Tory ! 
Nor can ye high or low the Quixote calli 
« He's Knight o' tV Shire^ and reprefentsye alU^ 

As for the Bar d^ to you he yields his flan ; 
For well he knows, you're candid where you can. 
One only praife he claims j no party ftrok^ 
Here turns a public character to joke. 
His Fanacsa is for all degrees y 
For all have more orlejs of this difeafe. 
Whatever hisfuccefsy of this he's fur e, 
There's merit even to attempt the cwr^^ 
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Dramatis Peribnae. 



Quidnunc, the Upholjlerer^ 


Mr« Yates. 


Pamphlet, a Political JFriter, 


Mr. Garrick. 


Razor, a Barber^ 


Mr. Woodward. 


Feeble, 


Mr. Blakes. 


Bellmour, 


Mr. Packer. 


ROVEWELL, 


Mr. Usher. 


Codicil, a Serjeant at Lawy 


Mr. Taswell. 


Brisk, 


Mr. Vernon, 


Watchman. 
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Harriet, 


Mrs. Yates. 


Termagant, 


Mrs. Clive. 


BettVj 


Mws Cqckayks. 
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WHAT NEWS^ 



ACT the FIRST. 

SCENE Bellmour's Lodgings 

Enter Bellmour heating Brisk. 

Brisk. 



for mercy. Sir — 

Bjsllmour. 



]i ^R. B^lmour, — let me die. Sir, — as I hope 



Sirrah ! rogue ! villain ! — I'll teach you, I will, 
you rafcal, to fpeak irreverently of her I love. 

Brisk. 
As I am a finner. Sir, I only meant-— 

Bellmour. 

Only me^nt ! you could not mean it, varlet, yov 
had no meaning, booby. — 

Brisk. 
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Brisk. 

Why no. Sir, that's the very thing, Sir^ t had rK> 

meaning. 

Then, firrah, I'll make you know your meaning 
before y^u give a loofe to your toHgue for thefuturc. 

Brisk. 

Yes, Sir, to be fure. Sir, and yet upon my word 
if you would be but a little cool. Sir, you would find 
1 am not much to blame. Befides, matter, you 
can't conceive the good it would cfb your health, if 
you would but keep your tempc;r a little. 

BELLNfOVR. 

Mighty well. Sir, give your advice. 

Brisk. 

Why really now this fame love haj^i ftietamor- 
phofed us bodi very ftraiigely, mafter ; ^brtebe free, 
here have we been at this work thefe fix weeks, ftark- 
ftaring mad in lov€ with a couple of baggages not 
worth a groat : and yet, Heav*!! help us ! they have 
as much pride as comes to the fhare of a lady of 
quality before Ihe has been caught in the faft with a 
handfome young fellow -, or indeed after ftie has been 
caught, for that matter. 

Bellmour. 
You won't have done, rafcal ? 

Brisk. 

In fliort, my young miftrefs and her maid hkvc a$ 

much 
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much pride and J)overty as — as — no matter what, 
they have the devil and all, when at the fame time 
every body knows the old broken Upholfterer, Mifs 
Harriet's father, might give us all he has in the 
world, and not eat the worfe pudding on a Sunday. 

e 

Bellmour. 

Infolent, fcurrilous wretch ! detract from that 
heaven of beauty ! . I'll reform your notions, I will, 
thou profligate, abandoned, vile blafphemer ! 

{Jlriking bim) 

Brisk. 

"' Hold, hold. Sir i for mercy-fake, a little patience 5 
not fo hard. Sir. 

Enter Rovewell* - ., . 

RbVEWEtL. 

BcHtnout, your fervent. What at loggerheads 
with my old friend Brilk ! 

i 

Bellmour. 

Confufion! Mr. Rovewell, your, feryant This 
is your doing, hang-dog.— -Jack Roycwell, I am glad 
to fee thee. ^ 

ROVEWELL. 

Briflc ufed tot>e a good fervant : he has not* been 
deftroying the game, inftead of fpringing it for his 
mafter, has he ? 

Bellmour. 

Do you know, Rovewell, that he had the impu- 
dence to talk detradingly and prophanely of the idol 
i)f my heart? 

Vol. II. M Brisk. 
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I . _ 

^ Brisk. 

I For which, Sir, I have fufFered in a moft inhumaa 

and unchriftian-likc manner, I aflure you. Sir. 

Bellmour^ 
Will you leave prating, booby ? 

ROVEWELL, 

Well, but Bellmour, where does (he live ? — ^^I'm 
but juft arrived you know : don't grudge your friend 
a little intelligence : I may have occafion to beat up 
her quarters. 

Bellmour. 

« . 

Beat up her quarters !-— 

(looks at bimy then half afidi) 

" Favours to nones to all flie fn^iles extends, 
" Oft Ihe rejeds, but never once offends." 

(ftands mujmg) 

ROVBWELL. 

Hey ! what fallen into a reverie ! — Prithee, Brifki 
what does all this mean ? 

Brisk. 

. Why, Sir, you muft know, I am over head and 
ears in love. 

ROVEWELL. 

But I mean your matter } what ails him ? 



\ 



Brisk. 



That's the very thing I am going to tell you : as \ 
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I (aid. Sir, I am over head and ears in love with a 
whimfical, queer kind of an odd piece of afFeftation 
here in the neighbourhood, and fo nothing can fervc 
my mailer, but he muft fall in love with the miftrefs. 
Look at him now. Sir. 

(Bellmour continues mi(/tng and talking to bimfelf) 

ROVEWELL. 

Ha, ha, ha, — -poor Bellmour, I pity thee with all 
my heart — {ftrikes him on tbejhoulder) 

'^ Ye Gods, annihilate both fpaqe and tinie, — ^ 
" And make two lovers happy/' 



Bellmour* 

My dear Rovewell, fuch a girl ! — ten thouland 
Cupids play about her mouth, you rogue. 

Rovewell. 

Ten thoufand pounds had better play about her 
pocket ? . What fortune has (he ? 

Brisk. 
Heaven help us, not much to crack of. — • 

Bellmour. 

Not much to crack of, Mr. Brazen ! Prithee^ 
Rovewell, how can you be fo ungenerous as to afk 
fuch a queftion ? You know I don't mind fortune, 
though by the way fhe has an uncle who is deter- 
mined to fettle very handfomely upon her ; and on 
the ftrength of that expectancy, does flic give herfelf 
as many airs, a^ the moft finiftied cocjuette that ever 
fluttered in a fide box. 

Rovewell, 

Fortune not to be minded !— -111 tell you whatj 

U % Bcll^ 
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Bellrnour, though you have a good on? already^ 
there^s no kind of inconvenience in a little more. 
I'm fure if I had not minded fortune, I. might have 
been in Jamaica ftill, . not worth a fugar-cane $ but 
the widow Molofles took a fancy to me; heaven of 
a worfe deftiny h^ jtaken a fancy to her : and {o^ after 
ten years exile, and being turn'd adrift by ;Tiy father, 
here I am again a warm planter, and a widower, molt 
woefully tired of matrimony, But, my dear Bell- 
rnour, we were both fo overjoyed to meet one ano-. 
theryefterday e-^ening, juft as I. arrived in town, that 
I did not hear a fyUable from you of your love ht : 

how, when, and where did this happen ? 

« 

Bellmour, 

• • • 

' Oh ! by the moft fortunate accident that ever was, 
rU tell thee, Rovewell : I was going one night fronl 
the tavern, about fix weeks ago ; I had been with a 

Earcel of blades, whole only joy is centered in their 
ottle, and *faith till this accident I was a mere town- 
rake myfelf. But from that time I am grown a new 
man. 

RoVEWEtL. 

Ay, a new man indeed! — Who in the name of 
wonder would take thee, ilink as thou art into a mu- 
fmg> moping, melancholy lover, for the gay Charies 

Bellmour, whom I knew in the Weft-Indies ? 

• 

' Bellmour. 

. Poh, the Weft Indies ! the- objcft there was to kill 
time, you know. What could I do ? My father 
took me. againft my will from the Univerfity, and 
configned me over to the academic difcipline of a 
man of wars fo that to prevent a dejcdtion of fpirits, 
I was obliged to run into the oppofitc extreme, a$ you 
yourfelf w.er€ woni to do. 

Rove* 
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* t ROVEWELL. ! 

Why, yes, I had my moments of refledion ; 
thoughts were uneaiy, and 1 was glad to diflipate 
theoi. • You know I always told you ther^ was fome- 
thfng extraordinary in my ftory ; and fo there is ftill j 
I fuppofe it muft Be cleared up in a few days. Vm 
in no hurry about it ; I nauft fee the town a little 
this evening, and have my frolick firft. But to the 
point, Bellmours you was going from the tavern 
you fay. ' 

Bellmour. 

Yes, Sir, about two in the morning, and I per- 
ceived an unufual blaze in the air: I Was in a 
rambling humour, and fo refolved to know what it 
was. 

Brisk. 

I and my mafter went together. 

Bellmour. 

Oh ! Rovewell ,! my better ftars ordain'd it to 
light me on to happinefs ; by furc attraftion led, I 
came to the very ftreet where a houfe was on fire ; 
water-engines playing, flames afcending, all huriy, 
confufion, and diftrefs -, when on a fudden the voice 
ofdefpair, filver fweet, came thrilling down to my 
heart ; poor dear, lovely angel, what can fhe do ! 
cried the neighbours. Again Ihe fcream'dj the fire 
gathering force, and gaining upon her every inftant. 
Here, ma'am, faid I, leap into my arms, FU be fiife 
to receive you ; and wou'd you think it ? down Ihe 
came, — my dear. Rovewell, fuch a girl ! I caught 
her in my^ arms, you rogue, fafe, without harm. The 
dear naked Venus, juft rifen from her bed, my boy ! 
Her Ucnder waift, Rovtwell, the 4owny fmoothnefe 

of 
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of her whole perfon, and her limbs ** harmonious^ 
« fweird by Nature's fofteft hand." 



ROVEWELL. 

Raptures and Paradife ! — What Seraglio in Co- 
Vent Garden did you carry her to ? 

Bellmour. 

There again now ! Do, prithee corre<fl your way 
of thinking : take a quantum Jufficit of virtuous love, 
and purify your ideas. Her lovely bafhfulnels, her 
delicate fears, her beauty heightened and endeared 
by diftrefs, dilpcrfed my wildeft thoughts, and 
melted me in tendernefs and refpeft. 

RoVEWELL. 

But, Bellmour, furely (he has not the impudence 
to be modeft after you have had poflefllon of her 
perfon ? 

Bellmour* 

My views are honourable 1 aflure you. Sir \ but 
her father is abfurdly pofitive. The man's diftrafted 
about the balance of power, and will give his daugh- 
ter to none but a politician. When there was an 
execution in his houfe, he thought of nothing but 
the camp at Tyrna \ and now he's a bankrupt, W$ 
head runs upon ways and means, and fchemes for 
paying off the national debt : the affairs of Euroft 
engrofs all his attention, while the diftreffes of his 
lovely daughter pafs unnoticed. 

RoVEWELL. 

Ridiculous enough ! But why do you mind hifl^? 
Why don't you go to bed to the wench at once \ 
Take her into keeping, man. 
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BSLLMOUR. 

How can you talk fo afFrontingly ? Have not I 
told you, though her father is ruin'd, that (he ha$ 
great expeftancies from a rich relation ? - - . 

ROVEWELL. 

Then what do you ftand watering at the mouth 
for ? If (he is to have money enough to pay for hei* 
<:hina, her gaming debts, her dogs, and her monkeys, 
marry her at once, if you needs muft be cnfnar*d^ 
amufe yourfelf in a fool's paradife for a honey-moon, 
then come to yourfelf^ wonder at what you've done, 
and mix with honeil fellows ajgain. Carry her off I 
fay, and never ftand whining for the father's confcnt;, 

Bellmour. 

Carry her off ! I like the fcheme : will you affift 
me ? 

Rovewell. 

No, no ; there I beg to be excufed. FU have 
no hand in that bufinefs. My friend may marry if 
he will, but he (hall never fay that I helped to fallen 
the noofe. Don't you remember what the fatyrift 
lays, — " Never marry while there's a halter to 
" be had for money, or a bridge to afford a con- 
" venient leap." 



Bellmour. 
Prithee leave fooling. 

Rovewell. 

•• • 

I am in fcrious earneft I affure you ; I'll drink 
with you, game with you, go into any fcheme or fro- 
lic with you, but war matrimony. Nay, if you'll 

cpmc 
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come to the tavern this evening, I'll drink your mif- 
trefs's health in a buhip^ ; but as to your conjugal 
TcJiane, I hav^ rio ridim Tor that'bufinef$. It is not 
3x^ tirfent. I tviil fcrve my friend with aH niy hearty 
but will do no mifchicf. 

:: 'Well, WeH,rHt^e you ftt your word; and meet 
•you. at ten exaftly, irt the fame plaiot where we fpssa 
hSt night J then and there 111 let you know what 
^Ui'thet meeirures I have concerted-, 

,. . . • ■ - • ^ .... 

ROVEWKLL. 

- Till then, farewell ; a-prop^Sy — do yao know that 
IVcfeen none of my relations yet ? 



♦BEt-Lwotrit. 
TimCvenough to-morrow. 

ROVEWELL. 

If 
[Exit. 



RoVEWELL. 

Ay, to-morrow will do, — well, your fervant. 
you muil marry, bon voyage ! [£ 

Belimour. 

Rovewell, yours,^ — Brilk do you come to me in 
my ftudy, that I may give you a letter to Harriet ; 
and hark you Sir, — -be fure you fee Harriet yourfelf, 
and let me have no meffages from that officious go- 
between, her maid, — Mrs. Termagant, I think you 
call her. 

Brisk. 

^ Yes, Sir, Mrs. Termagant. You know by expe- 
rience that love fpies certain perfeftions in the ob- 
ject of it's efteem, which nobody elfe can difcover, 

• and 
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and I ma7|#oifibly be in the fame cafe with the maid, 
as 70U are with Mifs Harriet. 

Bellmour* 

Again taking liberties ! — Rafcal ! your Mrs. Ter- 
magant is the verieft blunderer that ever perverted 
theufe of language. Another Mrs. Slipslop ! with 
an eternal fund of unintelligible jargon, and a med- 
iqr of words, of which (he neither knows the mean- 
ing nor the pronunciation. Go, and order a coach. 

Brisk. 
Yes, Sir. — iExiL 

Bellmour. 

Ill writ€ t9 Harriet this moment ; acquaint her 
widi the foit tumult <^ my defires, and, if poffible, 
Ridke her mine this very night. 

•* Love firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid, 
*^ Some banilh'd lover, or fome captive maid." 

lExif. 

Scene the Upholsteri^r's House. 
E^^ Harriet and Termao^nt,* 

Termagent. 

Well, but Ma'an?, he has made love to you fix 

Weeks Juccejsfully \ he has been as conftant in his 
'mms poor gentleman, as if you had the fubverjion 
of 'ftate to fettle upon him — and if he flips thro' 
your finger§, now Ma'am, you have nobody to defute 
it to but yourfclf. 

Harriet. 

My graci<^s ! how you run on !— I tell you, Ter- 
V^tlL N magant 
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magant, my pride was touched, becaufe he feemed to 
prefume on his opulence, and my father's diftreffes^^ 

Termagant. 

La, Mifs Harriet, how can you be fo paradropfical 
in your 'pinions? 

Harriet, 

Well, but you know, though my father's affairs 
are ruin'd, I am not in fo delperate a way ; confider, 
my uncle's fortune is no trifle, and I think that pro- 
fpeft entitles me to give myfelf a few airs before I 
refign my perfon. , 

Termagent. 

I grant ye. Ma'am, you have very good prettfn- 
fions 5 but then it's waiting for dead men's Ihoes j 
I'll venture to be perjur'd Mr. Bellmour ne'er SJ-, 
claimed an idear of your father's diftrefs. 

Harriet. 
Suppofing that. 

Termagant. 
Suppofe, Ma'am — I know it difputably to be io. 

Harriet. 

Indifputably I guefs you mean 5 — but I'm tired of 
Wrangling with you about words. 

Termagant. 

By my troth you're in the right on't ;— — there's 
ne'er a fhe in all Old England, (as your father calls 
it) is miftrefs of fuch phiftology^ as I am. Incertain 
I am, as how you does not know nobody that puts 
their words together with fuch a cUracfi as myielf. 

ioncc 
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I once lived with a mijiusy Ma'am, — mijius ! — (he 
was a lady ; a great tallow-chandler's wife ! and fhe 
wore as fine deaths as any perfon of quality, let her 
get up as early as fhe will -, and fhe ufed to call me 
— Tarniagant, fays fhe, what's the fignification of 
fuch a word ? and I always told her ; I told her the 
importation of all my words, though I could not help 
laughing, Mifs Harriet, to fee fo fine a lady, fuch 
a downright ignoranimus^ 

Harriet. 

Well, — but pray now, Tarmagant, would you 
have me direftly upon being afked the queflion, 
throw myfelf into the arms of a man ? 

Termagant. 

O'my confcience you did throw yourfelf into his 
arms with fcarce a fhift on, that's what you did. 

Harriet. 

Yes, but that was a leap in the dark, when there 
was no time to think of it. 

Termagant. 

Well, it does not fignify argifyingy I wifh we were 
both warm in bed, you with Mr. Bellmour, and I 
with his coxcomb of a man ; inftead of being m- 
nured here with an old crazy fool — axing your par- 
don, Ma'am, for calling your father fo — but he is 
a fool, and the worfl of fools, with his policies^ and 
his news, and his pamphlets, and his one fide of 
the queflion, and then t'other fide, when all the 
time his houfe is full o{ Jiatues of bankrejfy^ 

Harriet. 

It is too trueji Termagant i but he is my father 

N 2 fliU, 
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ftill, ind I muft: always think of him linth refpc6^, 
with gratitude and love. 

Termagant. 

Love ! I Ihould not have though of that. He is 
an anecdote againil love. 

Harriet. 
Hufti ! here he comes. 

Termagant. 

Ko, it*s your uncle Feeble. Poor gentleman, I 
jpity's him, eaten up with infirmariesy and yet always 
taking pains about a crack-brained politician, afking 
your pardon. Madam. 

Enter Feeble. 

Harriet. 
Well, uncle, have you been able to confole him ? 

Feeble. 

He wants no confolation child. Lackaday ! I am 
fo infirm I can hardly move. I found him tracing 
in the map, Prince Charles of Lorraine's paflagc 
over the Rhine, and comparing it with Julius 
Casfar's. 

Termagant. 

An old blockhead ! Fve no patience with him, 
^with his fellows xoming after him every hour in the 
day with news. Well now, I wiflies there was no 
luch thing as a news-paper in the world, with fuch 
a pack of lies, and fuch a deal of good authority to 
day, and fuch flat cofitradidtion tomorrow, that 
there is no fuch a thing as believing a word they fay. 

Feebl£. 
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F£EBL£. 

Ay, there were three or four Jhabby fellows vnth. 
him when I went into his room. I can't get him to 
think of appearing before the Commiffioners tomor- 
row, to difclofe his efFefts ; but Til fend my neigh- 
bour Coiinfellor Codicil to him. Don't be dc- 
jefted, Harriet ; rny poor filler, your mother, was 
a good woman ; I love you for her fake, child, and 
all I am worth ihall be your's. But I muft be going 5 
1 find myfelf very ill j good night, Harriet, good 
night. [£^/V Feeble. 

Harriet. 

' You'll give me leave to fee you to the door. Sin 

l^Exif Harriet. 

Termagant. 

O' my confcience this matter of mine wlthip here, 
might have pick'd up his crumbs as well as Mn 
Feeble, if he had any idear of his bufinefs. I'm furc 
if I had not hopes from Mr. Feeble, I fliould not 
tarry in this houfe. By my troth, if all who have 
nothing to fay the yairs of the nation, would mind 
their own bufinels ; and thofe who fhould take care 
of our 'fairs^ would mind their bufinefs too, I fancy 
poor Old England (as they call it) would fare the bet- 
ter among 'em'. This old crazy pate within here ! 
playing the fool, when the man is paft his grand 
clytemnejler. [Exit Termagant. 

■ 

Scene di/covers Quxdnunc at a ^able^ with News-- 
Papers, PumphktSy ^c. all around him. 

Quidnunc 

• Six and three is nine 5 feven and four is eleven, 

and 
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and carry one. Let me fee, one hundred and 
twenty-fix million, one hundred and ninety-nine 
thoufand^ three hundred and twenty-eight : and all 
this with about — where, where's the amount of the 
foecie ? Here, here j with about fifteen million in 
ipecie, all this great circulation ! good> good ; why 
then how are we ruined ? — how are we ruined ? 
What fays the land tax at four fhillings in the pound ? 

two million ! now where's my new afleffment J 

here, here, the 5 th part of twenty, five in two I 
can't, but five in twenty (paufes) rights four times : 
why then upon my new afleflment there's four mil- 

Kon. How are we ruined ? What fays malt, 

cyderi and mum ? eleven and carry one, nought and 
go two — good, good, malt, hops> cyder, and mum j 
tnen there's the wine licence, and the gin aft. The 
gin aft is no bad article. If the people will Ihoot 
fire down their throats, why in a Chriftian country 
they Ihould pay as dear as poflible for fuicide. Salt \ 
good ; fiigar ! very godd i window lights ! good 
again ! ftamp duty ' that*s not fo well j it will have 
a bad efitft upon news- papers, and we fhan't have 
enough of politics. But there's the lottery : where's 

my new fcheme for a lottery ?- -Here it is Now 

for the amount of the whole : how are we ruined I 
{t\tn and carry nought \ nought and carry one* 

Enter TllRMAGANTi. 

Termagan^t,. 
Sir, Sir,— - 

Quidnunc. 

Hold your tongue, you baggage, you'll put mc 
out. Nought and carry one. 

T£R- 
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Termagant. 
Counfellor Codicil will be with you prefeatly* 

QuiDNUKC. 

Prithee be quiet, woman. How are we ruined ? 

TERkAOANT. 

Ay, Fm confidous as/tiow you may thank yourfelf 
for your own ruination. 

Quidnunc* 

Ruin the nation] — hold your tongue, you jade, 
I am raifing the fupplics within the year. How 
many did I cany ? 

Termagant. 
Yes, you've carried your pigs to a fine market*^ 

Quidnunc* 

Get out of the room, hufley ; you trollop, yoli 
jade, you baggage, get out of the room. 

[fums her out. 

Enter Razor, with a Shaving Bafon in his Hand. 

Quidnunc 

Friend Razor, I am glad to fee thee. Well, haft 
got any news ? 

Razor. 

A budget ! I left a gentleman half Ihaved in my 
ihop over the way ; it came into my head of a fud- 
^n, fo I could npt be at eafe till I told you. 

Quid- 
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QuiDMUKC. 

That's kind> that's kind, friend Razor : never 
mind the gentleman, he can wait. 

Razor. 
Yes> fo he can, he can wait. 

Quidnunc. 
Come, now let's hear, what is it ? 

Razor. 
I fliav'd a great man's butler to day. 



Did ye ? 



Quidnunc* 



Razor. 



I did. 



Ay! 



QuiDNUNt. 



Razor. 

Very truf . (Htbjbah their heads) 

QuiDNUNQ. 

What did he fay ? 

Razor. 
Nothing. 

Quidnunc 
Hum — bow did he look ? 

' - - ■ 

Razor. 



Qr, What NEW B? ^ 

^ ■ • 

Razor. 
Full of thought. 

Ay ! full of thought ! What can that mean ? 

Ra»mu 

It tttiift lAt^ &rtitrthm^. C^arii^ tit "kiblb *i#^J| 

Mayhap fomebody may be going biit bt place. 

Razor. 

Like ehdw : there is al;v^ays Ibmediing at the 
bottom when a greai man's butldr looks grave. 
Things can't hold out in this manner, mailer Quid- 
nunc ! — Luxury will be the ruin of us all, it will 
itiaeed>--Kj!iga(mlsr}fi^aiidfdl! ffiris^Mn) 

QjiDNUNfc^ {jtdrM at Ra26r) 

Sd tKey do. — Tliey rife Jtrid fall like the Stocks. 
—Here to-day, gone to-morrow. Pity ! great 
pity ! 

Razor . 
Yes, yes s the more the pity, (hotb ftand mufing) 

Quidnunc. 

Pray, friend Razor, do you find bufinefs as cur- 
rent now as before the ir^ ? 

Razor- 
No, no : I have not rtrtadt a wig the Lord knows 
Vol. II* O wliea 
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when. I can't nniind it for thinking of my poor 
country. 

Quidnunc. 
That's generous,, friend Razor. 

Razor: ' 

Yes, I can't gi'my mind to any thing for thinking 
of my country. When I was in Bedlam, it was the 
fame; 1 cou'd think of nothing elfe in Bedlam, bu 
poor Old England, and fo they faid as how I was 
incurable for it. 

Quidnunc. 

Ay ! and fo they laugh at all virtue, and true pa- 
triotifm. They might as well fay the lame of me. 

Razor. 

' So they might. Well, your fervant, Mr. Quid- 
nunc, ril go now and fliave the reft of the gende- 
man's face. — Poor Old England ! 

{^fighs and Jhakes bis bead going) 

Quidnunc. 

But hark ye, friend Razor, alk the gentleman if 
he has got any news. . 

Razor. 
I will — I will. 

Quidnunc. 
And d'ye hear, come and tell nie if he has. 

Razor. 

I will, I will — poor Old England ! (going returns) 
O, Mr. Quidnunc, I want to aSc you — pray now — 

Enur : 



i 
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I 

I 

Enter TeHmagant. 

Termagant. 

My ftars ! O gemini ! Are you mad ? How 
can a man have fo little difference for his cuftomers ? 

Quidnunc. 
I tell you, Mrs. Malapert—- 

Termagant. 

And I tell you, the gentleman keeps fuch a baw- 
ling yonder ; for fliame> Mr. Razor ; you'll be a 
bmkrupper like my mafter, with fuch a houfe full of 
children as you have, prfctty little things — that's 
what you will. 

Razor. 

Tm a coming, I'm a cpming^^Mrs. Termagant — 
I fay, Mr. Quidnunc, I cah^t tleep in my bed for 
thinking what will become of therroteftants, if the 
Papifts fliould get the better in' the prefcnt war. 

Quidnunc. 

I'll tell jrou— -The geographer of our coffee-houfe 
was faying the other day, that there is an huge traft 
of land about the Pole, where the Proteftants may 
retire, and that the Papifts will never be able to beat 
'cm thence, if the Northern Powers hold together, 
and the Grand "= Turk ^rnake a diverfion in their fa- • 
Your. 

Razor. 

That makes me eafy— rl'm glad the Proteftants 
will know where to ^o, if the Papifts ftipu'd get the 
better, (going returns) 01> !. Mr. Quidnunc-— hark'ye 
—India Bonds are rifen. 

O 2 Quid- 
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QgJDNlWC. 

Are they ? — how mpf h ? 

Razor. 

A Jew Pedlar faid in my Ihop as how they are 
rifen three fixteenths. 

QulDNUKC. 

Why then that makes foi;nq amends for the price 
of corn. 



SQc it doc;»>fo,it4Q?3,L if they,by.t,Iio5cl i^^ aoi 
the Proteftahts know where to go, I fh^^jt tb^qahavc 
a night's reft mayhap. Poor Old England I' 

lExit Razor, • 

I, ftiajl nevep Ifc.rjg^tly. eafy^ti^. thftljir^ carccniiig, 
wharfs-.at, QibcaJwx: a^e repaired. 



A. 

tune. 



., fiddle. % yovi. dvfarfs^ it^w .your, rp^'d ft*"- j 
vdo.t|i^ 



. If only one ihip. can. heave down, at a time,, there 
will be noendof itr.-And: then> whyifhouidiwatariiig 
be fo tedious there ? 

Termagant, 

Look where yotir daughter comes> and* yet youll 
be ruinating about Ghe-a-hlitr^ while that poor 
thing is braking her heartv 

^ Enter 



Euter Harriet., 

. QjrrDNUNC. 

It*$ one comfort, however, they can always have 
freih provifions in the Me4it«9'anean. 

* 

FfitRRitr; 

Dear papa, what's the Medit€^anean to people in 
cpr iituftti«n ? 

Qumwtnrc, 

T^e Kfediterrancan, chiU ? Why if we IhouIcL 
k)fe d^^ ]^t4itprraneaii, we'ne all unaone^ 

Harriet. 

Dear Sir» that's our nisfomine i we are undone 
alfieadrVL 

Quidnunc. 

No, no, — here, chifttr Mia« raifed the fupplies 
witiriiD dffir ycasr;. 

ITsBMiiGJCKT. 

r 

f tell you> yt>u're a Iknadk man. 

Quidnunc. 

Yes, yes, Fm a lunatic to be fure — I tell you, 
Harriet, I have feved a* great deal out of nty affairs 
foryou. • . - - 

Harriet. 

For Heaven fake. Sir, don'rdo that: you muft 
give up every thing; my uncle F.eeble's lawyer will 
be here to talk with you' upon that fubjcft. 

Quidh 



loa THE UPHOLSTERER; 

Quidnunc. 

Poh, poh, I tell you, I know what I am about. 
You (hall have my books and pamphlets, and all the 
manifeftoes of the powers at war. 

Haiiriet. 
i^nd fb make me a politician^ Sir ? 

- - ^ ' Quidnunc, 

It would be the pride of my heart to find I had 
got a politician in petticoats. A female Machiavel ! 
S'bodikins, you might then know as much as molt 
people that talk in cofPee-houfes ; and who knows, 
but in time you might be a Maid of Honour, or' 
Sweeper of -the Mall, or — 

Har*ibt. 

Dear Sir, don*t I fee what you have got by po*- 
litics ? 

Quidnunc. 

Plhaw ! my country's of more confcquence to me 5, 
and let me tell you, you can't think too much of your 
country in thefe worft of times i for Mr. Monitor 
has told us, that affairs, in the North, and the Prote- 
ftant intercft, begin to grow ticklijb. 

« 

Termagant. 

And your daughter's affairs are vtTY ticklilh.* 
Poor thmg to be in fuch jeopardy. 

Harriet. 
Prithee Termagant — 

Termagant. 

Nay, I muft fpeak to him —I know you arc 

in a iicklijh fituation. Ma'am. 

QuiD-^ 
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QurDNCNO 

I tell ycxui Trull — 

Termagant. 

But I am conviifted it is fo — and the pofture of 
my affairs is very ticklifh too ; and fo for my part I 
imfrecate that Mr. Belimour may come, and — 

Quidnunc- 

Mr. Belimour come! I tell you, Mrs. Impu- 
dence, that my daughter (hall never be married to a 
man, that has not better notions of the balahce of 
power. 

Termagant. 

^ But what purvifibn will you inake for her now, 
with yoiir balances ? 

Quidnunc 

There again now ! — Why do you think I don't 
know what I'm about ? I'll look in the papers for 
a match for you, child ; there's often good matches 
advertifed in the papers. Evil betide it, evil betide 
it ! — I once thought to have a ftruck a great ftroke, 
that would have aftonifhed all Europe. —I thought 
to have married my daughter to Theodore King of ' 
Corfica. 

Harriet. 

What, and have me perifli in a jail. Sir ! 

. , . ... 

Quidnunc 

S'bodikins my daughter would have had her Co- 
ronation Day i I fliould have been allied to a crowned 
head, and been First Lord of the Treasury of 

CoR' 
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Corsica! — But come^ — now 111 go and talk over 
the London Evening, till die. Gazette comes in. I 
ihan't fleq> to-night unlefs I fee th^ GazOtc^ 

Enter Sejijejmt Codicil* 

Copicit. 

Mr> QttidnuiK, your (feiranr. Yoiir ftrtibt tdtHta* 
was open, and I entered upon thtpremifes. 1 am juft 
come from the great hall aof FUas. 

QjJIDNyKC. 

This man is come ito keep me «c hsMt. Wfut 
from the Hall at this late hour in the evening i 

CooiClt; 

Yes$ afternoon fittings ha^e dejtaiiMl me. Upon 
my word Mifs Harriet is as pretty a yduikg lady ite ft 
man would defire to have and to hold. Ma'am your 
moft obedient ; I h»re dra;i!;rii my friend Feeblc's 
will, in which you have all his goods and chatties, 
lands> tenements and hereditamcj^^s. 

Harriet. 
I thank you, Sir^ for the in&Tttmwiu 

CoDxeiL. 

And I hope foon to draw your marriage? ftttlc- 
ment for my friend Mr, Bellmour. 

HilJlRIET. 

Hufh, dear Sir ; not a word of that before my fa- 
ther. I wiih you'd try, Sit, to get him to think of 
hisafFaii^s. 
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' Codicil. 

Why yes, I have inftruftions for that purpofe, Mr. 
Quidnunc, I am inftrufted to expound the law td 
you. 

Quidnunc. 

What, the law of nations ? Termagant, get out 
of the room; Harriet, leave me with this gentleman 
— I fay. Termagant, begone and leave me. Leave 
me this moment. {;put$ them both out) 

Cot)ICIL. 

I am inftrufted. Sir, that you*re a bankrupt ; quajt 
hancus ruptus ; banque route f aire. And my inftruc-^ 
tions fay further, th^t you are fummoned to appeal* 
before the .Commiflioners to-morrow. 

Quidnunc. 

That may be> Sir, but I can't go to-mofrow, and 
fo 1 fliall fend *em word. I am to be to-morrow at 
Slaughter's coiFee-houfe with a private committee, 
about bufinefs of great confequencc to the affairs of 
Europe* 

Codicil. 

Then, Sir, if you don't go, I niuft inftrlift you^ 
that you'll be guilty of a felony : it will be deem'd 
tQ be done malo animo ; it is held fo in the Books 5 
and what iays the Statute ? By the 5th Gearge 2d, 
C^. 30. Not furrendering or imbez^ling is felony 
Without benefit of Clergy. 

Quidnunc* 
Ay^— ^ou tell me news. 

Vol. IL P CoDi- 
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Codicil* 

Give me leave, Sir, — I am inftrufted to expound 
the law to you; felony is thus defcribed in the 
Books ; feloniay faith Hofoman, de verbis feudalibusy 
Jignificat capitate facinusy a capital offence. 

Quidnunc. 
You tell me news, you do indeed. 

Codicil. 

It was fo apprehended by the Goths and the Lon- 
gobardsj and what faith oir Edward Coke ? Fieri 
debeat felleo animo. 

Quidnunc. 

You Ve told me hews : I did not know it was fe- 
lony 5 but if the Flanders mail fhould come in while 
I am there, I fhall know nothing at all of it. 

Codicil. 

But why fhould you be uneafy ? Cui bono, Mr. 
Quidnunc, cui bono ? 

Quidnunc. 

Not uneafy ! If thePapifts fhould beat the Pro- 
teflants in the prefent war. 

Codicil. 

But I tell you, they can get no advantage of us. 
The laws againft the further growth of Popery will 
fecure us. There are provifoes in favour of Protef- 
tant purchafers under Papifts-— lOth Geo. I cap. 4. 
and 6th Geo. II. cap« ^. 

Qui»- 
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QuiDNlTNC* 

Ay! 

Codicil. 

And bcfides, Popiih recufants can*t cany arms, 
fo can have no right of conqueft, nfi 6? armis. 

Quidnunc. 
That's true 5 that's true j I'm eaficr in my mind» 

Codicil. 

To be fure : what are you uneafy about ? The Pa^- 
pifts can have no claim to Silefia, 

Quidnunc. 

Can't they ? 

Codicil. 

No, they can fet up no claim. If the Queen on 
her marriage had put all her lands into Hotchpot^ then 
indeed — and it leemeth, faith Littleton^ that this 
word Hotchpot is in Englifh a Pudding. 

Quidnunc. 

You reafon very clearly, Mr. Codicil, upon the 
rights of the powers at war, and fo now if you will, 
I am ready to talk a little of my affairs. 

Codicil. 

Nor does the matter reft here j for how can (he 
fet up a claim, when fhe has made a conveyance to 
the Houfe of Brandenburgh ? The law, Mr. Quid- 
nunc, is very fevere againit fraudcnt conveyances.— 

Y % Quid- 
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Quidnunc. 
S'bodikins, you have fatisfied me. 

Codicil, 

Why therefore then, if he will levy fines and fuffer 
a common recovery, he can bequeath it as he likes in 
feodum Jimplex^ provided he takes care to put in Jes 
Heres. 

Quidnunc. 
Fm heartily glad of it j fo that with regard to my 

Codicil, 

Why then fuppofe (he was to bring it to a trial at 
bar — 

K 3 

k 

Quidnunc. 

I fay with regard to the full difclofure of my ef- 
feas— " 

Codicil. 

What wou'd fhe get by that ? At common law 
Ihe would have no chance, and as to equity — 

'Quidnunc. 

Pray, muft I now furrender my books and my 

pamphlets ? 

Codicil. 

What wou'd Equity do for her ? Equity can't re- 
lieve her ; fhe might be kept at leaft twenty years 
before a Mafter to fettle the account. 

Quip- 
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Quidnunc. 

You have made me eafy about the Proteftants in 
this war, you have indeed ; fo that with regard to 
my appearing before the Commiffioncrs — 

Codicil. 

And as to the Ban of the Empire^ he may demur to 
that. For all Tenures by Knight^s Service are abo- 
liflied, and the Statute 1 2 Char. II. has declared all 
lands to be held in Common Socage. 

Quidnunc. 

To the point, Mr. Serjeant. Why will you 
ramble thus ? I want to hear about my own affairs. 
To the point. Is there no way of compelling the 
creditors to grant my certificate ? 

Codicil. 

Why therefore then, if they're held in Common So- 
cage^ I fubmit it to the Court, whether the Empire 
can have any claim to Knight's Service ? They can't 
^all upon him for a fingle man for the war. 

Quidnunc. 
But' I fay as to my certificate* 

CoDICILi 

They can't demand Unum Hominem ad Guerram ; — 
for what is Common Socage?— Socagium idem eft quo 4 
Servilium/oc^, the fervice of the plough. 

Quidnunc. 

I tell you I a,m willing to attend the Commif- 

fioners. 
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lioners. But pray now, — It is of great confequence 
to me to know this point* I fay, Mr. Serjeant— 

CODICII.. 

A number of cafes may be cited — 

Quidnunc. 

Truce with your cafes^ I fay, when my certificate 
is figned, may not I then — Hey ! {^Jiarting up ) hey ! 
— What do I hear ? 

Codicil. 

I apprehend, I humbly conceive, when your cer- 
tificate is figned — 

Quidnunc. 

Hold your tongue, man — did not I hear the Ga* 
ictte ? 

News man. ( within ) 
Great news in the London Gazette. 

Quidnunc. 

Yes, yes it is — it is the Gazette — Termagant, 
Termagant ; I fay. Termagant j where is the jade ? 
Stop the Newfman ; he is going by now \ Terma- 
gant, I fay. {Jiands bawling at the fide of tbe/cene) 

Codicil. 
The law in that cafe, Mr. Quidnunc, frimafade^ 

Quidnunc. 

I can't hear you now j I have not time. Terma- 
;ant, run, fly, make haftei get me the Gazette i 
)X\ng it diredly. (fiamping violently) 

Co- 
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Codicil, 
^ 1 fay it is held in the Books — 

QuiDNlTNC. 

1 care for no Books j I want the Papers — 

(Jiamping) 

Codicil* 

It IS held throughout the Books, that your certi- 
ficate, if not obtained by fraud— 

QuiDKtfNC* 

You ihan't defraud me of my Newfpapcr, Wherc- 
is it ? Bring it this moment. 

Enter Termagant. 

Termagant. 
What do you keep fuch a bawling for ? 

Codicil. 

Non compos, that's his cafe. Mr. Quidnunc* 
your politicks — 

Quidnunc. 

Mr. Serjeant, your Cafes, and your Statutes, and 
your mufty old Books™ 

Codicil. 

Bo ! as mad as any man in Bedlam. Have yon 
liO fuch thing as a flrait waiftcoat in the houfe ? 

Quidnunc 
Gire me the news, I fay* 

CODI- 
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* 

ConiciL. 

There again ! His friends, inftcad of a commif- 
fion of bankrupts, fliould take out a commiflion of 
lunacy*. [Exit. 

Termagant. 

He is an old Bon ^ickfet fure enough. The 
Newfman fays as how the Emperor of Molocco is 
dc^d. 

Quidnunc. 
The Eniperor of Morocco 1 

Termagant. '^ 

Yes, him. 

Quidnunc. 

The Emperor of Morocco had a regard for the 
Balance of Europe, {figis) well, wcU^ come, come, 
give me the Paper. 

• 

Termagant. 

The Newfman would not truft, becaufe you're a 
bankrupper^ and fo I paid two-pence halfpenny for 
it. 

Quidnunc* 
Let me fee ; let me fee. 

Termagant. 
Giv^e me thernoney firft. • {running from bim} 

_ • 

Quidnunc 
Give it me this inftant, you jade, (^^ ^^J 

TbR- 
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Termagant. 
Give me the money, I fay, {^from him) 

Quidnunc. 
FU teach you, I will you baggage. ( after her) 

Termagant. 

I won't part with it till I have the money. 

(from him) 

QyiDNUNC. 

rU give yoU no money, hufley* (after her) 

Termagant* 

Your daughter fhall marry Mr. Bcllmour. 

{from him ) 

Q^IDNUNd. 

ttl never icced6 to the treaty* {after her) 

Termagant* 
Go, you old fool* (from him) 

QglDNUNCi 

You vile minx, worfe than the Whore of'Babylon. 

{after her) 

TERMAt^ANT* 

Therej you old crack'd brain politic ! there^s youf 
piper for you* ( throws it down and exiti 

Quidnunc, {fitting down. ) 

Oh ! Heavens ! — I am quite out of breath. A 
jade, a vile baggage, to keep my news from me. 
VoL».IL ' CL What 
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What does it fay? {Reads very faji) " Whereas tL 
" commiflion of bankrupt is awarded and iflbed 
*' forth againft Abraham Quidnunc, of the parifh of 
*' St. Martin in the Fields, Upholfterer, Dealer, and 
" Chapman, the faid Bankrupt is hereby required 
*' to furrender himlelf." Po, what fignifies this 
ftufF? I don't mind myfelf, when the balance of 
power is concerned. However, I fhall be read of 
in the fame paper, in the London Gazette, by the 
powers abroad j together with the Pope, and the 
French King, and the Mogul, and all of 'em. Good, 
good, very good ! here's a pow'r of news, — let me 
fee, (reads) " Letters from the Vice Admiral, dated 
Tyger, off Czicutt^.^'-^-^^muiters to him/elf very ea- 
gerly ) Oddfheart, thofe baggages will interrupt me, 
I hear their tongues a-going, clack, clack, clack; 
ril run into my clofet, and lock myfelf up, A 
vixen ! a trollop ! to want money from me, when 
I may have occafion to buy The State of the Sinking 
Fund, or Faftion Dete6ted, or The Barrier Treaty, 
— or — and befides, how could the jade tell but to- 
morrow we may have a Gazette Extraordinary ? 

[Exit. 



'End of the FIRST ACT. 
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ACT the SECOND, 



Scene the Upholsterer's House. 

Enter Quidnunc* 

Quidnunc. 

WHERE, where, where is he ? — Where's Mr. 
Pamphlet ? — Mr. Pamphlet ! — Termagant, 
Mr. a — a— -Termagant, Harriet, Termagant, you 
vile minx, yoy faucy-r-r. 

Enter Termagant, 

Termagant. 
Here's a racket indeed ! 

Quidnunc. 

Where's Mr. Pamphlet ? You baggage, if hc*s 
gone — 

Termagant, 

Did not I intimidate that he's in the neJTt roonr ? 
Why fure the man's out of his wits. 

Quidnunc. 

Shew him in here then. I would not mift feeing 
Jiiiii for the difcovery of the North-Eaft paffage. 

Termagant. 

Go you old Gemini Gomini ! 

\Exit Termagant, 

0^2 Quid- 
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QiriDNUNC. 

Shew him in I fay. I had rather fee him than the 
whole ftate of the Peace at Utrecht^ or * the Paris A- 
la-maifiy or the Votes, or the Minutes, or — Here he 
comes, the beft political writer of the age. 

Enter Pamphlet. 

(fVith a Jurtout coaty a muffy a long campaign wig out 
of curly and a pair of black garters y buckled under tb^ 
knees.) 

Quidnunc. 

Mr. Pamphlet, I am heartily glad to fee you ; a$ 
glad as if you were an exprefs from the Groyn, or 
from Berlin, or Z^U, or from Calcutta over land^ or 
from — 

Pamphlet. 

Mr. Quidnunc, your fervant. I am come from % 
place of great importance. 

Quidnunc. 
]Look ye there now ! Well, where, where ? 

Pamphlet, 
Are we alone ? 

Quidnunc, 

Stay, ftay, till I Ihut the door. Now, now^ where 
do you come from ? 

Pamphlet, 

Frorn the Court of Requefts. 

(laying ajide his Jurtout coat) 
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Quidnunc. 
The Court of Requcfts ! {whifpers) Arc they up ? 

Pamphlet. 
Hot work. 

Quidnunc. ' 
Debates arifing may be ? 

Pamphlet, 
Yes, and like to fit late. 

Quidnunc. 
What are they upon ? 

Pamphlet. 
Can't fay, 

Quidnnnc, 
What carried you thither ? 

Pamphlet. 
I went in hopes of being taken up. 

Quidnunc. 
Lookye there now. {Jhaking bis bead) 

Pamphlet. 
I have been aiming it it thefe three years. 

Quidnunc. 

Iadee4 ! {Jtaring at bim) 

Pam- 
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Pamphlet. 

Indeed : fedition is the only thing an author can 
live by now. Time has been I could turn a penny 
by an earthquake ; or live upon a jail-difteiTiper ; or 
dine upon a bloody murder ; but now that's all over; 
nothing will do now but roafting a Minifter ^ or tell- 
ing the people that they are ruined ( whifpers ) ; the 
people of England are never fo happy as when you 
tell *em they are ruined. 

Quidnunc^ 

Yes, but they an't ruined : I have a fcheme for 
paying off the national debt. 

Pamphlet. 

Let me fee it ; let me fee. {puts on his fpeStacks) 
Well enough ! well imagined,-— a new thouight this ; 
I muft make this my own. {aftde) Silly, futile, abfurd, 
abominable, this will never do— -I'll put it in my 
pocket, and read it over in the morning for you. 
Now look you here ; Til fhew you a fcheme {rum- 
mdging his pockets) no that's not it — that's my Con- 
duft of the Miniftry, by a Country Gentleman-^-I 
proved the nation undone here ; this fold hugely-- 
and here now, here's my anfwcr to it, by a Noble 
Lord i— this did not move among the trade, 

Quidnunc. 
What, do you write on both fide§ ? 

Pamphlet. 

Yes, both fides, * I have two hands Mr. Qyid-^ 
nunc, always impartial, embo dexter.-r-^ow here, 
herd's my Dedication to a Great Man-^ — touched 



Or, WHAT NEWS? 119 

twenty for this ! and here, here's my libel upon 

him. 

Quidnunc. 
What, after being obliged to him ? 

Pamphlet. 

Ves, for that reafon : it excites curiofity< White- 
wafli and blackball, Mr. Quidnunc ! in utrumque pa- 
ratus — no thriving without it. 

Quidnunc. 

What have you here in this pocket ? 

{prying eagerly^ 

Pamphlet. 

That's my account with Jacob Zorobabel, the 
Broker, for writing paragraphs to raife or tumble 
theftocks, or the price of lottery tickets, according 
to his purpofes. 

Quidnunc. 
Ay, how do you do that ? 

Pamphlet. 

As thus, — To day the Proteftant intereft declines, 
Madrafs is taken, and England's undone 5 then all 
Ae long faces in the Alley look as difmal as a blank, 
snd fo Jacob buys away and thrives upon our ruin. 
— Then to-morrov/, we're all alive and merry again, 
Pondicherry's taken ; a certain Northern Potentate 
^ill Ihortly ftrike a blow, to aftonifh all Europe, 
^nd then every true born Englilhman is willing to 
W a lottery ticket for twenty or thirty fhillings 
niore than it is' worth ; fo Jacob fells away, and 
^^ap8 the fruit of our fuccefs. 

Quio- 
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Quidnunc* 
What, will the people believe that now ? I 

i. 
»• 

\ 

Pamphlet. 

Believe it ! — believe any thing \ no fwallow like ! 

a true born Englifhman's : a man in a quart bottle, i 

era viftory, it's all one to them, — they give a gulp, \ 

and down it goes, — glib, glib, they fwallow all. ^ 

Quidnunc. r 

Yes, but they an't at the bottom of things. 

Pamphlet. \ 

No> not they ; they dabble a little, but can't divc» \ 

Quidnunc. 1 

Pray now, Mr. Pamplet, what do you think </ ! 
our fituation ? 

Pamphlet. 

Bad, Sir, bad, and how can it be better ? the 

people in power never fend to me, never confult me ; 
it muft be bad. Now here, here, {^goes to his looje 
coat) here's a manufcript ! — this will do the bufinefs, 
a mafter-piece ! I Ihall be taken upon up for this. 

Quidnunc. 
Shall ye? 

Pamphlet. 

As fure as a gun I (hall. I know the Bookfcller** 
a rogue, and will give up his author* 

Qui&* 
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QlXIDNUKC. 

But pray now what fhall you get by being ta]^en 
jup? 

» 
Pamphlet. , . 

Fil tell you — {wbifpers) in order to make me hold 
my tongue. ^ 

QyiDKUNC. 

Ay, but you won't hold your tongue for all that. 

Pamphlet. 

Ko, no, not a jot the more for that : abufe them 
the next day. 

Quidnunc. 

Well, I wilh you fuccefs. But do you hear no 
news ? Have you fecn die Gazette ? 

Pamphlet. 

1 

Yes, Fve feen it. Great hews, Mr. Quidnunc : 
but harkye ! — {wbifpers) and kifs hands next week. 

" {Each in deep thought without looking at the other.) 

Quidnunc. 

Ay! • ' 

% 

Pamphlet. 

Certain. 



# • • 






QuiDli^UN-C. 

. Nothing permanent ia this world,' " '; ^' 

VftL.il. ' R PAM-^. 
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Pamphlet* 
All is vartity^ 

CJyiDNUNC,- ' 

Ups and.downs^ 

Pamphlet# 
Ins and outs^ 



/* . * * •• • 



Wheels within wheels. 

Pamphlet. 
No fmoak without fire. 

QuiDNUWd. 

All's well that ends well. 

Pamphlet- 
It will laft our time. 

Quidnunc 

Whoc;vcr. lives to fee it, will know, more of the 

matter. 

l*AMPHL£ft. 

Time wiU tell all. 

' ... 

Quidnunc. 

Ay, We muft leave all to the determthatlon of 
time. Mr. Pamphlet, I'm ^a^ily obliged to you 
for this vifit : I Ipve you better than any, man in 
England. To think the fanie 6? the* Commonwealth 
i^ t]^ trueft and belt foui^ation of friendiljip. 

* Pam- 
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And for my part, Mr. Quidticmc, J Itxvt you better 
than I do England itfelf, 

<JUIDKUNC. 

That's kind, that's kind: there is nothing I would 
not do, Mr. Pamphlet, to ferve you. 

Pamphlet. 

Mr. Quidnunc, I know you are a man of integrity 
and honour \ I know you are ; and now fince wt %ave 
opened our hearts, there is a thing, Mr. Quidnuht, 
in which you can ferve me. You know. Sir, this is 
in the fullncfs of out hearts^— you know you have 
my note for a trilie. Hard diealijjg with afligaee^, — 
now, ' could not yoii, to ferve a friend, could not 
you throw that note into the fire ? 

Quidnunc. 
How ! but would that be honeft ? 

Pamphlet, 

Leave that to me ; a refin*d ftroke of policy : 
papers have been deftroyed in all governments. 

Quidnunc. 

So they have : it fliall be done ; it will be poli-^ 
tical i iv will indeed. It will ballance accounts be- 
tween usr. ^But now tliat I have mentibned a feallince 
of accounts, pray, Mr. Pamphlet, what do you taKe 
to be the true political ballance of power ? 

• 

Pamphlet. • 

What do I take to be the ballance of power ? 

R 2 Quid- 
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QgiOMUNc. 

. Ay;, what do you .take to be the baHance of 
power? 

Pawphlet. 

The ballance of power : what do 1 take to be the 
ballance of power ? The ballance of power {^Jhuts 
bis eyes ) what do I take to be the ballance of power ? 

Quidnunc. 

The ballance of power^ I take to be^ when the 
Court of Aidernien fits. 

Pamphlit, 
No, no, no fuch thing: wide of the mark. 

Quidnunc, 
Yes, yes, I am right : the bird in the eye. 

> 

' Pamphlet. 

No, no : the ballance of power is, when the foun- 
dations of government and the fuperflrudures are 
natural. - 

Quidnunc 
How do you mean natural ? 

Pamphlet. 

Prithee be. quiet man ; this is the language. The 
ballance of power is, when the fuperflrufhires are 
reduced to proper ballances, or when the ballances 
are not reduced to unnatural fuperftrudhires. 

Qup^JUNC. 

That. won't do : I differ i with fubmiffion I differ: 

I take 






-^•■'"' 



f • 
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I take the ballance of power to be, when the fortlfir 
cations of X)»»^«^^^ ar&detnoliih'd. 

.... 
* 

(Both in dpajjion and walking about.) 

Pamphlet. 
But I tell you, Mr. Quidnuhc-^^- ' 

QxriDNUNO. 
I fay, Mr. Pamphlet.-— 

Pamphlet. 
Hear mc, Mr. Quidnunc. 

Quidnunc. 
Give me leave, Mr. Pamphlet. 

Pamphlet. 
1 muft obfcrve. Sir, — 

• Quidnunc. 

I am convinced Sin that — 

Pamphlet. 
That the ballance of power — 

QuiPNUNC. •"* 

That the fortifications of Viinquerque^^ 

Pamphlet, (^making towards the door, and Qvm^ 

i^viic following bim) 

Depends upon the ballances and the fuferftruc- 

tures — 

' <Jjio- 
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♦ • 

QciDi^imc. 

Coni^ityte the true political equilibrium. 

PAMPHt£T. 

Nor will I converfc with a man — 

.QuiDNUKCi 

And, Sir, I never defirc to fee your face,— 

Pamphlet. 
Of fuch anti-conftitutiohal principles,-^^ 

Quidnunc. 

Nor the face of any man. who is fuch a Frenchman 
in his heart, and has iiich notions of the ballance of' 
power. [Exmif* 

Quid N unc. ( re-entering ) 

Ay, I have found him out : fuch abominable 
principles ! I never defire to converfe with any 
man of his notions ; no, never while t live. He 
does not think of the conflitution as I do : I will 
have no cpnnedtion with a man of his chara<^en 



' Re-enter Pamphlet. 



Pamphlet* 
Mr. Quidnunc, one word. Sir, if you pleafe. 

Quidnunc. 
Sir, I never defire to fee your face. 

Pamphlet. 
My property, Mr. Quidnunc : I flian't leave my 

pro- 
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property in the houfe of a bankrupt. {twiJHng bis 
bandkerchief round bis arm) A filly, empty, incom- 
piefaenfible biocWicad ! 



[UIONUNC, 

Blockhead, Mr. Pamphlet ? 

• • ■■ ». 

A blockhead to ufe me thus, when I have you fo 
much in my power. 

QuiDNUWC. 

In your power! 

* « 

Pamphlet. 
In my power. Sir : it's in my power CQ hang you« 

Quidnunc. 
To hang me! 

Pamphlet. 

Yes, S^r ; to hang you. {^drawing on bis coat) Did 
not you propofe^ but this moment, did not you de- 
Ijire me to combine and <:onfederate to burn a note, 
an4 defraud your creditors ? 

Quidnunc. 
Idefireit! 

Pamphlet. 

Ye$, Mr. (^idnuQc, but \ ihall 4ete6k you to thq 
^.OfW. : ril give your charaft^r.-^— You (hall have ^ 
fixpenny touch next week. 

FUbit ct injiff^s i^td cantflbitur urbe. 

F£;iri/ Pamphlet, 
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• ... 

Mcrqr on me ! there's the cffiBi bthh anti-con^ 
ftitutional principles ! The Ipirit of his whole party 5 
I never defire to exchahge anodrer word with him. 






Enter Terntagant. 

Termagant. 
fi[ere*s a pother indeed !---did ybu call iiiej'y 



» ''f 



M 



Quidnunc. 
No, you trollop, no. 

Termagant. 

» 

Will you go to bed ? . . 

QuiPNUNC. 
• ►- ' 

No, no, no, no, — I tell you, no. , , 

I 

TlJRMApANT. 

• Better go to reft. Sir; I heard a doftor of phyfic 
i^y as how, when a man is paft^his grand crime--^ 
what the deuce makes me forget my word ? — liis 
grand crime-hyjlericy no, no, that*s not it — clyUmneftef 
ay, that's it: when a man is paft''Kis grand v/y/i?iw- 
nefter^ nothing is fo good to af|i|t nature as reft, and 
the noti'-naturals^ 



/i/ 



Quidnunc. 

Hold your prating: V\\ not go to bed; Til ftcp , 
to hiy brother PeeWe ; 1 want to have fome talk^itb ; 
him, and Y\\ ge to him direftly. [Exit Quidntihfc* ' ■ 

Termagant^. ' -^'» . 

Go thy ways for an old hocus-pocus of a ncwi- 
'-**--' monger 
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monger-^'-Yotl'll have 'gbod luck if ' you fin<f your 
dau^ter herc'wh<m ybti 'come back: MnBellrinour 
will be. here in the intrim, and if he dots not carry 




1 



thefc ncwlpapers, to be for ever toxuattdvrith them 
Let mc fc*fe/6rfe of t;hem> to try if I cm ^wsHj^ate any 
lhingr-'-^(idkes tbt newjfpappr and ha , 

" Ycftcrday at hoorl 'arrived at his' lodgings in 
[< Pall nttll> Joiin JStukely^ £fq; for the remamder 
" of the winter feafon." 

Where th^ devil has Xhe nvto been ? — who knows 
him» or cares a minikin pin about him ? He may 
go to Jericho for what I otfes^ * 'I ^ 

" The fame day Mr. William Tabby, an eminent 
*^ man-milliner, was :siianied to Mifs Minikin, 
'^ daughter of pAr. Minj^in, a confu^r^^e h>^r- 
" dafiicar/ifi Bearbinfler-lane/' - ^ :k v , • .:/ 

What tKe dickens is thFs to nie ? Can't Mifs Mi- 
nikin and her Man-millinei^ to bed, and hold their 
tongues ? Why mufl: they kif^ and tell ? 

" By advices from Fiolenna^-'this is policifs nov^ — 
[nods to berfelf) — ^' and promifes a general peace*" 
— Why can't that make the old 'ciifmudgeon happy? 

" By letters from Pari^"-^—tbis 13 moj^jfci^cies — 
{reads to berfelf) " and all feems tending to a ge- 
** neral rupturie.'* — What the devil does the feller 
mean ? — Did not he tell 'me this mbrrient there was 
to be a peace ? and now its, bloody news again ! To 
go to tell me fuch an irnpudent lye to my face ! , . 

"* At tHfr; Academy in Effex-ftreet, Grown Pdople 
^ are' taught to dance."" , V • . ' '^ "^'Y' 

Grown People are tau^t to dance ! ' |'^i&-that 
well enough ; 1 ihould like to bb bttterer m* my tf ant- 
ing. I likes the Hgerre of a minute as well as difigerre 
in fpeech {dances andjings) j but fuch trumpry as the 

Vol. II. S news 
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Rlimmering of yonder lamp, who comes along by the 
ade of the wall. 

B^IXMOVR. 

Her father, by all that's lucky; my dear Rovc- 
well, let us drive off. 

ROVEWELL. 

No, I'll fpeak a good word to him for you. 

• • • 

Bellmour. 

Not for the world i prithee come along. 

[Exmt. 

• • • • ,• . 

Enter Quidnunc, wiib a dark lantbom. 

' Qu.IDNUNf . ' 

If }jie Grand Turk fliould adually •cormnence 
open hoftility, and the Houfe^bug Tartars make a 
diverfion upon the frontiers, why then it's my opi- 
nion, time will difcQver to us a great deal more oi 

the.|TW,t^^ • '. ; 
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, . . Watch, (within) 
.. Jpaftl^brv^. o'clock^ 1 a cloudy night, 

"Z'. '.. :-. . Quidnunc, 

Hey I paft eleven o'clbck }' 'Sbodikins, my bro- 
ther Focble w;iU begone tobfd: but he flian!t/kep 
til) I have fornix chat with him. Hark'yeiwatch-* 

mao^ watdtenaAt . 

■ 

Enter Watchan. 

Watch, , ^ ^ 

C^llj mafter ! . :. 

Quri)- 
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Ay, ftep hither, ' ftcp hitlicr v Save yw &ieaid'*$a7 
news? 

Watch, .; . .,j . .-: ...'^ 
News, maftcr ! 

QCIDNUNC. ' " 

Ay, about the Pruffians or the RuIIians ? 

Watch. • ; 

Ruffians, mafter! 

Quidnunc* - . 
Yes 5 or the movements in Pomerania ? 

Watch* ^ ^ -..•.■''' 

La, mafter, I know nothing — poor gentleman-^— 
(pointing to bis bead} Good night to you mafter — 
Pgft eleveft VdoCk- ; lExii Watiiimai. 

• 

Quidnunc. 

That man how has a place under 'die govmimentf 
and you fee how guarded he is. The difcretion of 
oiRce ! His ndoutfa is . padlockt.. INot a word : he 
won't fpeak. But I am lofing time, {knocks ai ibi 
door) Hazy weather (looking up) j the wind's fix'd 
in that quairtpr^ and . we (han't jiave. aiw jxuils this 
week to pnbe. . Come about good wina, do, come 
about. ' ' . . y .. 

JEfUer Bettv, .. 

. « -■ • 

• ' BrrTY. 

. i 

, Sir, IS It you r 
• . 1 QjriO- 



♦ » • • 



\j < • 
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Betty. . 
Gone to bed. Sir. 

Quidnunc. 
Well, well, rU &ep up t<y Wrti. 

Betty. 
Muft not diilurb him for the world. Sir* 

Quidnunc. 

Bufinefs of the utnioft unportance. 

' » . ' • - 1. . 

Betty. 

Pray confider. Sir, my mafter an't well. 
• 9{4#iee be qvitc woman s I nraft &e him. 



.^ 



... 
En/it FsjijuB if bis wgbii^muttu 






• -1 was jtift ftcpping into tied y '-^efs''mjrWart, yhat 
can this man wantP-^-1 know hrt voice: 1 hope no 
new misfortune brings him at this hour, 

QumwuNC. (wit bin) 

Hold your tongue you feolilh hufley, — he'll be 
glad to fee me. — Brother Fccbl^,— Brother feeble ! 



FZEBLS. 

Wl^t can be the mattgr^? , , 






Enter Quidnun*. 

XJyiDNUKfC 

WbtKcr Feebfltc, I ^ive you joy. The N4il>pbs|s 
*' vcnge," &c. 

IFeebli. 

Lackaday,"' Mr. XJuidniinc, liow can you tcrve i^e 
thus? 

*QuiDNUI<TC. 

Suraja Dowla is *no more. " . . 

FcEBI/fr. 

• « * 

. Poiprn^aa! he's ftark ftaring^mad. 



f 






QyiDvus^. 

Our men diverted themfelv^ with killing »tj^eir 
bullocks and their camels^ till tiiey Uidodged the 
enemy from the odagon, -^nd the counterfcarp, and 
the bunglo. * ^ 

Feeble. 

rU hear the reft tonnorraw n)Orning« Oh ! Fm 
Veady to die. ' . 

^QtrmNtJirc. 

Od(hea:rt man be of good chear. The new Na^ 
bob Jaffier Ally Cawn has acceded to a treaty ; and 
the Englifh CojTipanyhave got all their rights in- the 
Phirmaud and ^the Hufhbulhoorums. 
• ' Feuls 
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Feeble. 



But dear heart, Mn Quidnunc/ wRy am I to be 
difturb'd for this ? 



» • f 



QUIDNUNC. 

We Jiad but two Scapoys killed^^^. thfce Choki!ys» 
fi>ur Gaul-walls,, and two Zemidafs^ Cfi^S^) " B^i* 
•« tbns never flidl be (lives !' 



i»» . ^/ 



Feeble, 
Would not to-morrow morning* do ^swclLfor 

ihi> ■ ■• '' '■ ■■-•••• '<• • ' , 

Quidnunc. 

Light up your windows, man, light uj^ your win- 
dows. Chandernagore is taken. 

Feeble. 
Well, well, Ym ^ad cff it. Good niglit. (j^oing) 

•Quidnunc. 
Mere, here's the Gazette. 






•Feeble. . - 

Oh, I fliall certainly faint. {Jits down) 

QUibNUNC. 

Ay, ay, fk down : 111 read it to you. (reads) n^y, 
don't run away — IVe more new^s to tell you, there's 
an account from Williamfburgh in America. The 
Superintendant of Indian affairs— 



» » ■•-» 



■ Feeble. 
* Dear Sir, deaf Sir, — {avoiding him) 

Qui0- 
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^as iettkd matters with the Cherokee^— ^/^Z- 
iowif^ bim) 

* 

Enough^ enough,- ^r{^mding Im) 

In th€ fame mant^er j^e 4)4 l^ore With the Cata-^ 
Ws. {njfkrbim) 

W«U> >l¥cll> ,yo\H- Tcnranti,— -r(^^jow him) 

Q^IDNtJNC. 

So that the back inhabitants — (afier him) 

Feebee. 

1 wifli you would let n^e be a quiet inhabitant in 
*ny own houfe^ 

QjJIONUNC. 

So that the back inhabitants will now be recured 
by the Cherc^ees and the Catabaws^ 

Feeble, 

You'd better go home, and think of appearing 
before the Commtflioaers. 

Quidnunc* 

Go home ! no, no, lil ,go and talk the matter 
over at our cofFee-houfe. 

Vol, II. T Feeble. 
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J 
/ 

Febble* 
Do fo, do fo* 

Quidnunc, (returning) 

Mr. Feeble, — I had a difpute about the balance 
of power. — Pray now can you tell — 

Feeble. 
I know nothing of the matter. 

Quidnunc. 

Well, another time will do for that — I have a 
great deal to fay about that (going, returns) right, I 
had like to have forgot, there's an erratum in the 
laft Gazette. 

Feeble. 
With all my heart. • 

Quidnunc. 

Page 3, line J, col. i, and j, for iomis read 
horns. 

Feeble. 
Read what you will. 

QlJIDNUNC. 

Nay, but that alters the fenfe, you know. Well, 
now your fervant. If I hear any more news Til 
come and tell you. 

r 

Feeble, 
For Heaven's fake no more. 

» 

Quid- 
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Quidnunc. 

ril be with you before you're out of your firft 
flccp, 

F££BL£. 

Good-night, good-night. ^Rutis off. 

Quidnunc. 

I forgot to tell you : the Emperor of Morocco is 
dead. Brother Feeble, do you hear ? {bawls through 
the key-hole) The Emperor of Morocco is dead. So, 
now I have made him happy, Y\\ go to our coffee - 
houfe, and make them all happy there. (Ji^gs) 
" Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves" — 

[Exit. 

Scene a Street : a jhahhy houfe in fronts with a barber* s 
pole^ and the windows lighted up. 

Enter Quidnunc. 

Quidnunc. 

Ha ! friend Razor ! He is a good fubjeft, a true 
Englifti heart. . He makes a right ufe of a rejoicing 
night. Our viftories are not thrown away upon 
him. Who knows but he may have heard more 

intelligence ? (knocks at the door) 

» 

Razor, (looking out of the window^ 

Razor. 

Anan ! 

Quidnunc 

Friend Razor. 

T 2 Razor. 



^46' THE UPHGLStEREfti 

Razor. 

Myr Matter Quidntmc \ Fm rdoicing ibr the 
news. ' Will you partake of a pipe r TU open the 
door. 

Quidnunc. 
Not now, friend Razor. 

Razor. 
I've fomething to tell you i I'll come down* 

Quidnunc. 

This may be worth ftaying for : what can he hare 
heard ! 

Enter Razqr> in a capy a pipe in his mouthy and a taU'^ 

hard in his hand^ 

Razor. 
Say, here's to you, Maft.ei" Quidnunc. 

Quidnunc. 
What hive you heard ? What have yoo heard ? 

Razor. 
The Confumers df Oats are to iweet ntxt week* 

Quidnunc. 

Thofe Confumers of Oats have been meeting any 
time thefe ten years to my knowledge, and I never 
could find what they are about. 

Razor. 

Things an't right, I fear: its 'enough to pull dowa 
body's fpirit§— (drinks) 

No. 



Or; WHAT NEW S? 141 

Quidnunc. 

No, nothing to fear. 1 can tell you fonne go6d 
news* A certain great Potentate has not heard high 
mafs the Lord knows when. 

Razor, 

That puts a body in fpirits again, {drinks) Here^ 
drink no wooden fhoes. 

Quidnunc. 

With all my heart (drinks) Good liquor this* 

Mlfter Ra2ori of a cold night. 

Razor. 

Yes, I put a quartern of Britifh brandy in my 
beer. -Whu ! — Do you know what a rebel my wife 

IS? 

QlJIDNUNC, 

A rebel I 

Razor. 

Ay, a rebel — I earned ninetcen-peilce halfpenny 
to-dayj arid (he wanted to lay out all that great fum 
upon the children. Whu — but I bought thofc 
candles for the good of my country, to rejoice with 
as a body may fay, a little Virginy for my pipe, and 
this fup of hot. Whu, Bitter cold. 

QniDNUNC. 

Ay, you're an honeft man, and if every body 
were like you and me, what a nation we Ihould be L 



Razor. 

Vcrjr true ! (Jhakes kU b^adj 



Quip 
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Quidnunc. 
I can give you the Gazette to read. 

Razor. 

Can you ! a thoufand thanks. Til take it home 
to you when I have done. — {drinks and ftaggers) 

' , Quidnunc. 

Friend Razor, you begin to be a little in for't. 

Razor. 

Yes, I have a whirligigg of a head. But a body 
fliou'd take a cheering glafs fometimes for the good 
of one's country* 

Quidnunc. 

Well, I fhall be at home in half an hour !— ^ 

Hark'yc. 

Razor. 

Anan ! 

Quidnunc. 

i have made a rare difcovery. Florida will be 
able to fuppjy Jamaica with peet for their winters 
firings. I had it from a deep politician. 

Razor. 

Ay ! I am glad the poor people of Jamaica will 
have Florida peet to burn. They may now have a 
little firing in the winter. I don't know what the 
news is, but I have been rejoicing for the good- of 
my country. Til go and read the Gazette, to fee a 
little what it's about. After all is faid and done, 
rare Old England I {goes into his houfe) 

Quid 
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Quidnunc. 

Ay ! rare Old England ! ftrong enough ftill for 
all our enemies j we Ihan't be a bankrupt nation yet^ 
and that's fome comfort — I will now go and fee who 
19 up at out i^fFce-houfe, and difcuft points with our 
political club. [ExiL . 

Scene the Upholsterer's House. 
Enter Harriet and Bellmour. 

Harriet. 

I don't know what to fay Mr. Bellmour. It is 
difficult to refufe you. A heart touched as mine has 
been, cannot eafily refolve to give you a moment's 
uneafinefs. And yet your propofal — 

Bellmour. 

It is a fair and honourable propofaL It fprings 
from efteem and tru,e afFeftion. You cannot doubt 
my honour. 

Harriet. 

No, Mr. Bellmour : to form an ill opinion of you 
is impoffible : but you may judge otherwife of me. 
What will be your fentiment hereafter, Ihould I now 
be wanting in that duty, which I owe my father ? 

Bellmour^ 

You have promifed me your hand. Your father 
unreafonably withholds it. To all his juft com • 
mands you owe obedience : but when the whims and 
oddities of a wild difordered imagination have no 
other tendency than to involve you in the ruin, 
which has unhappily befallen himfelf, why muft you 

be 
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be a facrifice to his humours ? And why muft I be 
rendered miferable, Harxkt ? '" 

Harriet. 

But then, to comply iwith your folicitnitim^^ mi 
leave my father in a fcene of traubk wd iXiii^for^ 
tunc — 

It will be the means of making his misfortunes 
lighten In ^his moments of refleftion iic will feel 
with pleaftire that his conduft has not prevented 
your happinefs. You will. then have the means of 
^behaving to him wkh gratitude ^dgeiiQrofi,tjr, 

But my uncle -Feeble twhat will ;hc iay ? 

•Bellmour; 

You ^nay d^p^nd upon hi« approbation. Lwill 
be anfwerable for it : a^oach i« now 'waiting at the 
end of the ftreet to receive you* Harriet, will you 
refufe me your hand ? 

Hajuhet. 

Muft I give it ? I don't know what to lay. Why 
don't you take it ? 

Enter T.ekm.agant* 

» « 

Termagant* 

Undone, undone ! Oh ! my ftars, J am all ovor 
in fuch a tribulation/ The old, nfqwlinpng^r is com- 
ing. 
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a , 

l)iftraftion !-*• what brings him here fo foon ? 

>0h! Mr. Bdil^nMur, ^hk ovcipowers me quite. 
What can 1 fay to him ? 

The der^ is in it: -this k fuch axrols accident* 
l»am at my witVend. No ; that's not true nei^^er. 
1 have it \ fH tcM y<ai -what ^o do. Don't fruftmte 
yourfelf, ma'am. Away, Mr. Bellmour> -into that 
h)om* He never will find you out. Away, fly 
Mr. Bellmoun Do ^ yoti flay, Mifs Harriet, and 
. talk .ip ithe .bid gontjemsm. When y@u have feen 
him, and wifhed him a good night, you may flip 
down ftairsi, and fb make the bcft of your way to the 
cpach at the end of the ftreet— I fhall find fome 
tuxifeQJfeflfiW^i&drlhc.okiipolicician, and when I get 
iiim tcbedf Mr. BcUmour may follow you, madam. 
Why don't you go, Mr. 3eUmour? JTou arc^enough 
to ruin a body. 

•BEU-ftiouit. 
I am gone, I'll be governed by you. \Emt. 

Harriet. 

V 

Oh ! Termagant, I fhall never be able to go 
through this bufinefs : n)y strength fails me« 

Ter.maganO'. 

Have courage^ ' madam. -I heat ' htm coming* 

vLetnae fee : have I nothing in my pocket to amufe 

. him ? Yes, yes j this will do ; never fear, Mifs 

Harriet. Npw kt the old walking Gazette come as 

; fooaashfiij^ill, ij ^xire^yibrhim, J:warcantme. 

Vol. II. ^ U EnUr 
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Enter Quidnunc. 

Quidnunc. 

Fy upon it, fy upon it ! All the cofFee-houfes 
ftiut up. Harriet, what makes you out of bed at 
this late hour ? . 

Termagant. 

A rejoicing night. Sir : but this love of her coun- 
try does not agree much with her. She is quite 

(ick for the good of Old England Speak to him, 

madam. 

Harriet^ 

1 am frightened out of my wits, Termagant. I 
Ihall faint« 

QglDNUNC. 

. It is well we have not a female Parliament. Late, 
debates would be top much for her fpirits. Get to 
reft, Harriet -, get to bed. 

Harriet. 
I wifii you a good night. Sir. [£xi/. 

Termagant, (going with her) 

This will do purely, ma'am. 

/ 

Quidnunc 

Where is my Salmon's Gazetteer^ and my maps of 
the world ? I muft fee all thefc places before I fleep. 
They are in that room, I believe. 

ingoing towards the dour) 

Termagant, {returning) 

What is he about now ? — Sir, Sir, Sir — Here has 

been 
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been Mr. — I forget his name — 'He that writes let- 
ters in the news-papers about paying off the national 
debt — Mr.. Ruin, Sir- - he has been here, and he 
defires you'll read his new projcft, and give him 
your thoughts about it. 

QULDNUNC. 

Give me the paper ; let me fee it,. 

Termagant. 

ft 

The deuce fetch it. irfere is fomething that fo 
catches and hitches in my pocket. There, there it 
is. {gives him the papery and drops a letter) Had 
not you better go and read it in bed, Sir ? Bed is 
a pure place for thinking. 

^ Quidnunc. 

So it is Termagant. Go and lock the ftreet door,- 
and then^ — 

Termagant. 

Yes, Sir. Ill be with you in an inftant. And; 
fo now I fliall get Mifs Harriet clear off— - [Ev//. 

Quidnunc 

Po ! the fooliih jade ! this is an old paper. Hey; what 
have we here ? \takes up a letter) How, how is this \ 
" 75? Mifs Harriet ^tdnuncy Let me fee ; let me 
fee. {reads eagerly) — " My dearefi Harriet — nq longer in 
" fujpence— given you every proof— -conjiancy and love 

« — -.your bappinefs-'—father^s obflinacf* Hcre*S a 

** villain for you convey you to a family'^ Will 

you fo ? — •* and there you may remain in perfeSt Jem-- 
** rity^ till you rejign your per/on to the arms of your 
" eternal admirer- ^-Bellmour J' — So, fo ! This is aa 
good as a ftate paper : here is Machiavel at worfc : 
Why daughter Harriet, where is ihc ? Harriet I 

.. U 2 fay 
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fay, (bd^s vioieniiy) A Plot ! A Goilfpiracy 1 GuiW 
pQwdtr Titdon \ Robbeiy! Murdtr! 

Eni^ Tjbrmagant. 

Termagant* 
Law, Sir, what is the matter now ? 

Quidnunc. 

I have found you out, traitrefs. Here is Mr. 
BcUmour's letter. ^ Rob me of my daughter ! ifrhere 
is Harriet? Search the hoiifej cill the ifratehji 
ilarm the neighbburs j Til go atnd i^uze the whofcf 
workl. lExii. 

Termagant. 

I am all over in fuch a qUandary. #Dear me J 
what fhall 1 do ? 

Bellmour. (peeping in) 

Blundering bufy-body ! you have marr'd all. This 
is your doing. What poffeflcd you to give him 
that letter? 

Termagant. 

I did not do it on purpbfe ; as I hope for m^rcy, I 
did not; Don't be ingry with me. Sir. {cties) 

BellmouK. 
Why do you fcreem fo ? Is th6 woman crazy ? 

» 

Termagant. 

I did not go for to give it him ; {tries) I would 
have fcen him gibbeted firft. I found the letter itf 
my miftrcfs's bed-chamber, and my Curiosity did 
make mc peep into it. Says my CuRrosiTv, " Now 
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'' Termagant you may gratify yourfelf by finding 
*' out the contents of that letter^ if hich you have 
*' had fuch a plaguy itching for." My Curiosxty 
did fay fo j and then I own my refpeft for my 
miftrefs did fay to me, *' Hufley, how dare you to 
" meddle with what docs not belong to you ? Keep 
^ y©iFr cKfbmcey and let your miltirefe's fecrets 
*' alone." And then upon that in comes my hih 
lucky Curiosity again, " Read it, I tell you, Ter- 
" magam ; a woman of Ipirit fhoutd kno^ every 
" thing."-— Let it alone, you jade," fays my Re- ' 

Ipeft ; " its as much as your*^ place is worth." 

" What .fignifications a place with an oldbankrwp- 
'^ per?" fays my Curiosity, " there's more places 
" than onci and fo read it, I tell you. Termagant" — 
And I did {o. (cries bitterly) I did read it, what 
could I do. Heaven help me ? 1 did read it j I dpn*t 
^ to deny ic, 1 don't, I don*t.-— 

(cries very bitterly) 

Bellmour, 
Hufli ; have you a mind to ruin me ? 

Termagant. 

And after I had read it, thinks me I, Til give it 
fafe into Mifs Harriet's own hand, and her crazy old 
father Ihan't fee it j and fo as my ill ftars would 
have it, as I was giving hini a newfpaper,' I run my 
band full into the lyon's mouth, {crin) ^ 

A loud rap at the door. 

Bellmour. 

There, there 5 you have rouzed the neighbour- 
hood, and I fli?ili be daeft^d. 

Quid- 
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Quidnunc, {within) 
, Bring him along j bring the villain in. 

Bellmour. 

. Death and diflradioni our whole fcheme is 
ivin'd. 

Enter Quidnunc, leading Harriet. 

Quidnunc. 

Walk in, Jezabel; I have caught you. Lead 
that traitor this way. 

Termagant. 

dh ! my dear, young miftre{s. (taking her ly the 
hand) 

Quidnunc. 

Let me fee the plunderer, that would, rob me of 
my daughter. 

Watchman, {within') 
Ay, ay s this way. Sir. 

Razor, {within) 

Rob my maftf r Quidnunc I fecure him j knock 
him down. 

Enter Razor and Watchmen, leading in Rovew^li, 

Watchman. 
Wc have him faft : . now who are you ? 

Razok. 
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Razor^ 

Ay, who are you ? Whence come yoa ? 

Quidnunc. 

Away with him to the round-houfe. Ill go with 
him: I may meet a Parliament-man in the round- 
houfe to tell me fome news. What bufinefs have 
you with niy daughter ? 

ROVEWELL. 

Wounds ! if your daughter will walk the ftreets 
at this late hour, a gentleman has a right to confider 
her as fair.game« 

Bellmovr. 

Rovewell, was this well done ? What unlticky 
j>lanet fent you this way ? 

Quidnunc. 

How ! Bellmour here ! the enemy in my very 
camp, 

Bellmouk^ 

• _■ *■ « 

I am no enemy. Sir. My defigns are honourable* 
You fee I fcorn to conceal myfelf^ 

. ■ * J 

Quidnunc 

I fee you do : a bold-faced ruffian ! Here,, feizc 
'em both. I charge them both. Away with them. 

Razor. 

Put 'em both in irons 5 handcuff 'cm ; fecure 'em 
this moment. 

Bell- 
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Bellmour. 

Don^t frighten the -lady : liere is my fword : I fur- 
renden 

Razor. ^A^P*^ ^his coat) 
\^ hUd of that traitor^ {a^Uickifg Rovewell) 
^ize him i hind hiiix h&* 

RoVEWEJIiL. 

Daftards ! villains I ftand off. 

Ra2X>R« 

. Rdi Oft ihim ^idgMKWJH-s; .chat!s bright j now we 
hivt him. [Rovewgll is Jeized^ 

; QKidcik^ you havcoverpower-d me. 

Razor. 

Viftory ! — I have conquered, (futj on bis xoat\ 
Here, ^Nfetftcr Quidnunc, I have brought you bade 
the Gazette. 

Termagant* 

1 believes as fure as any thing that he U 4 M^-* 
wareman, and asTiow it was he that robbed the mail* 

QlJiDNVNC. 

Rob tbe4TUil, and ftop.dl theij^vai! i£9sdihxm' 
he may have the letters belonging to the mail in his 
pocket. Here, here j here's a letter. What is it ? 
(reads) «*To^r. Abraham • Quidnunc/' How! 
• llow rs this? ' {opens and reads)— ^^ Tour dutiful /o^s 
John ^idnunc.*' Quidnunc ! is that your name ? 

Rove- 
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Quidnunc is my name. Sir, and Rovewell was but 
fflumed ; a travelling title. 

Quidnunc* 
And are you my fbn ? 

Razor. ( looking at him) 

Oh ! niy dear Sir; it h htp {embraces bimy and 
fawders him all ever) it is he fure enough — I re- 
member the mole on his cheek* I fhared his firft 
beard. 

QjflDNVNC* 

What, juft ff turned from the Weft Indies i 

ROVEWELL. 

Even fo, and the owner pf ^ ,rich plantation. 

. Quidnunc. 
By being a great politician, I fuppofe. 

RoVEWELL. 

By marrying a planter's widow. I have now for- 
tune fufficient to afford you, Sir, the comforts and 
enjoyments of life. 

Razor. 

This is true joy. You'fl let Razor Ihave yot, I 
hope, nw^fter. 

Rove WELL. 

Hofieft RpiZOF, I fliaa't forget .you., This is ^ 
lucky difcovery. I have both ability and inclina- 
tion, Sir, to convince you that I know and feel the 

Vol. IL X duty 
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duty I owe to a father. I ihall now atone for the ir- 
regularities of my youth, Bellmour, give me your 
hand. He is an honeft fellow, Sir, and if you will 
bellow my fifter upon hiai> yoy will add to the jay 
of this unei^pefted meeting. 

Quidnunc. 

Why, I think it will make a good paragraph in 
the papers, 

• • • • 

Termagant, 

Th^rCji M^daip, calfim your perfon to him. 

Rove WELL. 

What do you hefitate, Bellmour ? Here, take 
her, man ; take her at once. I hope to know her 
better, and to find that fhc is worthy of fo honed a 
fellow, 

# 

Quidnunc. 

Pray now, what are the Spaniards doing in t^ie 
Bay of Honduras ? 

ROVEWELL, 

Truce with politicks fgr the prefent, if you r>lcafc, 
gir. W? vill tl>ink of our own afFairsr, before w^ 
concern ourfelyes about the ballan^c pf power. 

Razor, 
With all nr^y heart : I afn pure happy now. 

Come, Mafter Quidnunc^ now with news have donCj^ 
Blefs'd In your v» ealth^ your davghter and your fon. 
May difQprd ceafe -, faftion no more be feen ; 
pe high %n4 tow for Country, King, and Queen, 
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ACT the FIRST. 



Eater Mrs. Harlow mJ W/s Harloit. 

Mrs- Habxow. 



M 



Y dear fifter, let me ctM you—- 

Mifs Harlow. 

But, my dear fifttrr, let me ceil you It is in vdln ^ 
you can fay nothing that witt have any e£e£l« 

Mrs- Harlow, 
Not if you won't hcaf me j only hear me* 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh! ma'am, I know you love to hear yourfelf 
talk, and fo pleafe yourfelf j talk on at your uftjal 
rate, if your fancy fo inclines you ^ but I have taken 
tny refolution^, and nothing fhall alter it. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

• • . - _ » 

And yet, uJk>b due refiedion your mkd. may 
Aange* 

Mif* 
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Mifs Harlow. 
Never, fiftcr> nevef- 

Mrs. Harlow. 

YoM can't be fore of that, fifter i when you hav« 
coofidencd every thing-^^ 

r 

Mifs Harlow. 
Upon no confideration.. 

Mrs. Harlow* 

• 

You don*t know how that may be : recolleft^ 
filler, that you are no chicken : you are not now 
in that iprightly feafon of life, when giddinefs and 
folly are excufable, nay becoming. Your age, fifter—-' 

Mifs* Harlow. 
Age, ma^am— 

Mrs. Harlqw. 

Do but hear me, fifter j do but hear me. A per- 
Ion of your years — 

Mifs Harlow. 
My years, fifter ! — Upon my word—- 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Nay, no offence, fifter — 

« 

Mifs Harlow. 

But there is offence, ma*am : I don't underftjlftcl 
what you mean by it. Always thwarting me with my \ 
years ; my years, indeed ! when perhaps, nia'^, 
if I was to die of old age, fome iolks might hav<; 
reafon to look about them. 
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Mrs. fitARLOW. 

She feels it, I fee — oh ! how I delight in morti- 
fying her — (^</(?)— fifter, if I did not love yon, I 
am lure I ihould not talk to you in this manner. 
But how can you make fo unkind a return as to 
alarm me- about myfelf ?-— In fome fixtcen or eighteen 
years after you, to be fure, I o^n I fhall begin to 
think of making my will; How could you be to 
fevcre?»-«r. 

Mifs Harlow, 

.Some fixtcen or eighteen years, ma'am !— if you 
you would own the truth, ma'am, — I believe ma'am, 
— you would not find, ma'am, that the difparity, 
ma'am, is not fo very great, ma'am — 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well ! I vow paffion becomes you inordinately • 
It blends a few rofes with the lillic3 of your check, 

andr— 

Mifs Harlow. 

And though you are married to my brother, ma'am, 
I would have you to know, ma'am, that you are not 
thereby any way authorifed, to take unbecom- 
ing liberties with his fifter. I am independent- of 
my brother^ mia'am : my fortune h in my own hands, 
ma'am^ apd ma'am--- 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well ! do you know when your blood circulates a 
little, that I think you look mighty well ? But you 
was in the wrong not to marry at my age. Sweet 
t^ree ^n4 twenty ! ygu can't conceive what a deal of 

good 
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good it would have done your tcftipcr and your 
fpirits, if you had married early. 

Mifs Hari-ow. 
Infolcnt ! provoking, female malice ! 

Mrs, Harj^ow, 

But to be waiting till it is alrnoft too late in the 
day, and force one's felf to fay ftrange things ; with 
the tongue and heart at variance all the time——" I 
don't mind the hideous men" " I am very happy as 
I am." — " I don't defire to change my condition"— 
and while thofe words are at your tongue's end, fhc 
heart murmurs inwardly, and flutters upon the ten- 
ter-hooks of cxpeftation. 

Mifs Harlow. 
I upon tenter-hooks ! , 

Mrs, Harlow, 

And to be at this work of four grapes, till one is 
turned of three and forty ! * 

Mifs Harlow. 

Three and forty, ma'am ! — I defire, »fifter — I dcr 
fire, ma^am — three and forty, ma'am t. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Nay — nay— nay — dont be angry j don't hhunt 
me ; blame my hufband 5 he is your own brother^ 
an3 he knows your age : he told rpe fo. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! ma'am, I fee your drift : but you need not 
jgive yourfelf thofe airs, ma'am — the men don't fee 
with your eyes, ma'am — years, indeed I — Three 

and 
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ttd forty) truly !--.-'ril aflurc you — upon my word — - 
very fine! — But I fee plainly, ma*am, what you 
are at— Mr. Clerimont, madam ! — Mr. , Clerimont, 
lifter ! that's what frets you. A young huflband, * 
Ina'am j younger than .your hufbond, ma'am : Mr. 
Clerimontj let me tell you— 



« 



TRJFtE... ...... 

61i ! ntt news, ma^am^ charming ncwi : Wc hawrc 
got anothet letter* 

Mils. Harlow. 
From whbnl ?--^from • Mr. Clerimont '?— where 



k • 



13 It ? • 

TftlFLfi. 

^ Yes, ma^am ! from Mr. Clcrimohtj ma*am. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Let mc fee It { let me fee it i quick ; quick i 

(reads) 
''Madam^ 

" The honotif 6f a Icttcf fmm yoU has fo filled 
*' my mind with j6y and gratitude, that I want 
** words of force t6 rcatJh but half my meaning. I 
•' can only fay that yow have revived. . a heart that 
*' Was expiring for you, and now beats for ypu 
^ alone*'^-^^ 

There lifter, mind that ! . years indqed ! 
i {reads to isrjilf) 

Mrsf Hai^low. 

t wilh yoo joyt Mer : I wifh I had not • gone to 
Vol. U. Y Ranc- 



Raneligrh with her kft week. Whd eould have 
thought that her faded' beautiei ^ould have tnitfc 

filch att impreffion? (^^/^^ 

, ' ' ♦ ' ... 

Mind here again, fitter. — {reads) ** Ever fince I 
'^ had the good fortune. A feeing you at Ranelagh, 
'' your idea has been ever preient to me j and 
•• fijice you now givie me teave, I fliall, without 
'^ delay, wait upaii your brother^ The Kenwthi mfy 
** think proper to demand, 1 ihall readftyiiibfcribe tOf 
" for to be your flave is dearer to me than liberty. I 
^* have the honour, ta nemim 

** Thc^humbteftof your.adniirersy 

" Clerimo^t." 
There, fiftcr I 

. Mrs.. Har^jow 

Well ! t wilh you joy again : but remember I 
tell you, take care n^^^yoii dof. He is young, and 
of courfe giddv and inconttant. 

Mifs Harlow« 

fifdt you doit't fcrtow'how Itimg that may laft j W 
here are jdvr gbing to break oflTa very ^itablb match, 
which all your friends liked and approved^ a m^teh 
with captaini Capfc, wfaa to be fute^--^ 

Mifs Harlow« 

Don't name captain Ca^, f bdecch you, don't 
OBmtiitm; 

MtiS* 
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Mrs. Harlow, 

Captain Cape, let me tcH you, is not to be delpi- 
ftd. He has acquired by his iroyigcs io India a very 
pretty fortune : has a chaitnipg box of a hotile upon 
Hackney -Marfhj^ and is df an age every way foitable 
to you. 

Mife Harlow, 

There again now ! — age [ 9gc\ age ! (or cyet I— r 

Sars — ycars^ — nay years ! B^ I, tqll you ^oce for dJX 
r. Clerimont doe& not ier with your ^yc^. I an» de>- 
tennined to he^ no in^i:^ of capt^, Qap^. OdioMfi 
Hackney-Marih. ! ah ! fiffcr, you would be glad to 
fee me married in a middling way. 



■^*i|v 



Mrs. Harlow, 

I, fifter' !-^^I am fure nobtxiy will rejoice more at 
your p»ferment. £ vi» refolved never ta vUk her if 
Mir. Cknmofit mairi^ her. {ajkk) 

Miik MhrloW. 

To cut the matter /hprt,. fifter, Mr. Cl^rjmorit Hap 
wofimyhcaJrt: youngi Handfonie, ricK,^tQwi)i houfe, 
country hpufe, equipage! To Him^ ahdohrj^ him will 
I' furrender myfelf. Three and forty, ihdc^. ! — hat! 
h;^!--yoiU fecj my dear, dear fifter,that thefe feaJtures 
arc ftill regular.and blooming; that the love-darting 
eye has not quite forfpok mej and that I have madp 
a cpnqueft which ypur boated youth niight be 
v^ifl ot ^ 

Mrs, Harlow. 

... \. ' • 

Oh ! ma'am, I beg you pardon, if Ihaipe taken4pf> 

much liberty, it has all arifen from afFe£iion and 
rcgagrd : your good is all I aim at, fifter. 

Y IX Mifs 
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Mifs Harlow. 

I humbly thank you for vour advice, my fwcet 
.dear friendly fifter j but don t envy me, I beg you 
won't; don't fret yourfelf s you'can't conceive what a 
deal of good ferenity of mind will do your health. 
I'll go and write an anfwer direftly to this char- 
ming, charming letter. Sifter, yours. I Ihall be glad 
to fee you, fifter, at my houfe in Hill-ftreet, when I 
ani Mrs. Clerimont. And remember what I tell you : 
fomc faces retain their bloom and ^auty longer 
than you imagine, my dear fifter. Come, Trifle, let 
me fly ihis.momcntt Sifter, your fervant. 

[ Epcii mtb Trifle. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Your fervant, my dear !-^-WeU ! I am determined 
to lead the gayeft.life in nature, if ihe marries Cleri- 
mont. — ril have a new equiptge, that's one thing': 
and I"l have greater routs than her, that's another : 
Pofitively, I muft.outlhiiie her dierej and I'll keep 
up a polite ^nmity with her ^ CP and fee her, may 
be once or twice in a winter 5 Ma'am, 1 am really fp 
hurried Wit;h fuch a number of acquaintances, that 
1 c^'t poflSbly find time," And then to provoke 
her, '^ I wifh you joy, fifter, I hear you are breed- 
ing." Ha! ha!-r^that will fo mortify her — " I 
^* wifh it n^ay be a boy, fifter." Ha ! ha I — And 
then when her hufband begins to dcfpife her \ 
" really, fifter, I pity you ; nad you taken my ad- 
*' vice, and married the India captain — your cafe is 
^* a companionate pne"-^-Compafllon is lb infolent 
when a body feels none at all. Ha ! hs^ ! it is the 
fii^eft way oirinfulting, 

.'■' ' 
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Eiiter Mr. Harlow. 

c 

Mr. Harlow. 
Soj my dear i how are my filter's afifairs going on ? 

Mrs, Harlow. 

Why, my dear, flic has had another letter from 
Mr. Clerimont. Did you ever hear of fiich a flxange 
unaccouncable thing patched up in a hurry here ? 

Mr. Harlow. 
Why it is fuddeiij to be fure. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Upon my word, I think you had bcjtter advife her 
not to break off with captain Cape. 

♦ 

Mr. Harlow, 

No, not I-— I wifh flie may be married to one or 
other of them. Her temper is really grown fo very 
four, and there is liich eternal wrangling between you 
both, that I wifh to fee her in her own houfd, for the 
peace and quiet of mine. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Po you know this Mr. Clerimont ? 

Mr. Harlow. 

No ; but I have heard of riie familv. There is. 
rery fine fortune. I wifh he may hold hh intention 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I wifh he may, but I doui)t it. 

Mr. 
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And truly fo do I : for between ourfelve$> I fee no 
charms in my fifter. ' :' 

Mrs. Harlow. 

For my part I can^t cc>m|»chend it. How Ihc 
.C011I4 ftH|:c his fancy^ is to tpf the mo$ aftoni^ng 
tki»g • After iim, I fh^l be furprifed ^i nqtfeiag. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Well ! ftrangc things do happen. So flie is but 
married out of the w^y,^ 1 ajix ijatis^d* Al^ old q^^d 
in a houfe is the devU. 

Efifer^ 4 Servant. 

Servant. 
Mr. Clerimont, S;r, to wait oii yoji. , 

Mr. Harlow. 
S]^ him. in. . ( E^t. Servant > Ho^e eomes this 

vifit, pray ? 

My fifter wrote t<^ him to exf^Iiun himfelf^ tb you. 
The afFair feems now to grow ferious. The gentleman 
feems in earneft, and in a hurry too. Well, I fup- 
pofe he Vran($ to talk lx> you.: 141 leave you to your- 
fejtyies^ {qfideas.Jbs.gofS'. out)* • The. man muft: be 
mad to think of her. He muft have a ftrange taftc 
indeed. * [£v/A 

A 

Enter 



Enter Ci/siakoilf • 

Mr* Harrow. 
Your moK obedient> Sir : be pleafed to walk In. 



JL 



Si^, ifte iittifetfr\5fe{i .d6 j9fe -jitf cf^niy fattii^^-^. 

• ' • • 

dMSiVr tt> BeaAUed m .yauir/asniiy J}y /o tender ar 
tic as ^majTiage.^n ^ur n^t> will: at once refleft 
a Credit up6h me> and condute to my happinefs in 
the moft eflential point* I adof-^ four Mer, Sir : my 
fentjiiients ^ not to be expreiSed : fhe charmed mc 
af Ac f^l^fifli fight. 

Mr. ffAftfcci^. (4^/*5 
The devU ffic did f 

Ct^RlWONl-.' 

■ The fenfibility of hief C6tifltehahc6, the elegance of 
W %rfei the weetnefs of her •irtlaMiei'-— 

MK rf>t*iiovr. 
Siiyyou ai« p*ettf<» to—- cdiinipRihferit I 

Clerimont. 

Compliment ! I fpfcak the language of the heart. 
W^<iifc4fl6rtf iifo a^pJ^iitf,-fdfrMift}fending- all pMi^, 
he mulbiiaNre gfett> ikIS in fititftiyj who can gi^^ - 
a^of coti^liment tty that j«fti«ie, whkfc your fiffei' • 
ckittito fiooi'^l. 
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Mn HARLdw. 

The fwcctncis of my fifteF'& manner, (if/lde) Ha^ 
bal 

• • • r. . 

I- ' . I .... 

CtERlkoN't. 

I faw her, for the firft time, a few niffhts ^gd at Ra- 
neli^h : though there was a croud of beauties ia the 
room, thronging and prefling aU a/ound, yet fhe 
(hone amongft them with uijierior luftre. She 
was walking arm in arm with anMKer lady. No op- 
portunity oiFered for me to form an. acquaintance a- 
midft the hurry and buftle of the place. I enquired 
their names as they were going iqto their chariot : I 
was told they were Mrs. and Mifs Hj^low. From 
that moment Ihe won my heart. At one ^ance 
I became the willing captive of her beauty. 

Mr. Harlow> 

A very candid declaration. Sir ! — how can thii 
be ? The bloom has been off the peach any timd 
thefe fifteen years, to my knowledge. {aJidey^-Yoxi 
fee my fifter with a favourable eye. Sir. 

* 

Clerimokt. 

A favourable eye ! He muft greatly want difcer n- 
ment, who has not a quick perception of her merit. 

Mr. Harlow; * 

You do her a great deal of honour. But this af- 
fair — is it not fomewhat fydden. Sir ? 

Clirimont. 

I grant it. You may indeed be iurpfized at kt 
Sir i nor ihould I have been hardy enough to make 
any overtures to you, — at leaft yet awhile, — ^if (he 
herfelf had not condefcended to liften,to my paQion^ 

She 
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She has authorized me under her own fair hand to 
apply to her brother for his confent* 

I (hall be very reacfy^ Sir^ tQ git^e my approfeatlion 
to B)y &9)er's H^ppinefs* 

Clerimont. 

No doubt you wilL But let me not cherifh 
an iinai^^iM^ng fl^me, a flame tihat already figKis up all 
my tendereft paffions. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Toyojii, Sir, there can be no exceptiojr. I am not 
akogether acffranger to your family and fortune. His 
language is warm, confidering my fifter's age; but 
I won't hurt her preferment. (^/?^^) — You will par- 
don me, Sir, if I obferve one thing : you are, as one 
may fey, juft coming intQ life, Uzv^jmnf Ibft t^he 
Wiiveriity ? 

Left it. Sir ? — above a year. I aim almoft twe^ 
and twenty. 

Mr; Harbow. 
And yetjt this is a delicate point : have you eon-^ 
fitted, your friends ? 

Clerimont. 

I Hs^e : i^y imcle,, ]^I^. Hei^rtweU, whp propofes 
to.le^w me %very handfoipe addition to my fortune^ 
which \p, GQifideraW^ ajready, he, Sir — 

I 

Mr. Harlow. 
Well, Sir, if he has no objeftion, I can have. none. 

Vol. It Z. e^E- 
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Clerimont. 

He has none, Sir ; he has given his confent j he 
defires me to lofe no time. I will bring him to pay 
you a vifit, He approves my choice. You fhall 
have it out of his own mouth. . Name your hour, and 
he ftiall attend you. 

* Mr. Harlow. 

Any time to-day. I fliall ftay at horp? Qn pur^ 
pofe. 

Clerimont. 

In the evening I will cqndudl him hither, In the 
mean tipfie J feel m attachment here ; the lady, 

Sir— -r 

Mr. Harlow. 

Oh ! you want to fee my fifter. I y^ill fend her to 
you. Sir, this inftant. I beg your pardon for leaving 
you alone. Ha ! ha ! who could have thought of 
Ijcr making a conqueft at laft ? [Exif, 

Clerimont. 

Your politenefs. Sir, upon thi^ occafion, will lay 
me under the moft lafting obligation.-^Now, Clcri- 
mont, now your heart may reft content : your doubQ 
and fears may all fubfide, and joy and rapture take 
their place. Mifs Harlqw lhaU be mine : ftie re- 
ceives my vows ; fhe approves my paffion. (pp 
and dances) Soft! here (he comes— her very appear- 
ance isontrouls my wildeft hopes, and hufhes my 
proud heart into refpeft and filent admiration. 

Enter Mrs. Harlow^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I beg your pardon;^ Sir, I intrude, perhapf . 



Comedy* lyt 

Clerimont^ 

. Madam> {hws refpeSlfully) you never can in- 
trude. Madam* You — you muft be ever welcome* . 

Mrs, Harlow. 
I thought Mn Harlow was here. Sir* 

ClerimonT* 

Madam, he is but juft gone. How a fingle glance 
of that deluding eye ovcraws and checks each wiifh 
that flutters in my heart. ( ^fide ) 

Mrs. HarloW* 

1 wonder he would leave you alone. Sin That is 
iiot fb polite in his own houfe. 

Clerimont*. 

Viorfi \itt rtiodefty throws a veil Over her inclina-^ 
tions 1— My tongue faulterS !— I Can^t fpeak to her. 

Mrs. HarLow. 

He iecms in confufion. A pretty man too !—• — 
That this ihould be my fifter's luck ! — {afide) 

Clerimont* 
Madam \^^(^imbarraffid) 

Mrs. Harlow* 

1 imagine you have been talking to him on thf 
iubjedt of the letter you fent this morningi 

Glerimont* 
Madam> I have prefumed to— ^ 

Z !2 .Mrs. 
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M>s. 'Ha1u,ow. 

Tou art the dhtf pdrfoB, Sir, that w^I cifll kfre- 
fumptionv Mr. l^artow 4w* no obgc(fbioB) I -hope. 

She hopes! lleaVetis blefs *h^ for thfe VoVd — 
(ajide) — Madam, he has frankly confented, if hi* 
fifter will do me that iionour. 

Mi*s. Ha1il'6w. 

You do his fifter a gitat dealof hdnbiir, "Sir, — 
{afide) a great deal more than ftie defcrvcs, if he 
knew alL 

CnEitij;ioi!^T. 

How her modefly makes her turn afide that lovely 
countenance ! — Mr. Harlow, Madan), encouraged 
me to'entertain a gleam of hope. 

Mrs. Harlow.^ 

1 think you need m>t d'efpair. Sir, if I may ven- 
ture to hazard my fentiment. 

Clerimont, 
No doubt you may* 

Mrs. Hap tow. 

Then, without doiibt-— (>/^wj away) Her fuccefs 
h too provoking— *f/jrm^ iv kiwij rl beHcvrr, Si r,— 
I think you m^y enterCaia fomc ilogtiac of hsqpo.. 

How coyly (he proftounces it !---** C>lk ! • ft^te^t 're* 
ludlant amorous delay."—- Madam, you make me 

happy. 
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teppy. If arrjr tkafi^ coitdd add to the ardouf^f my 
Jtiftftion, you hflVe done k. '{turns from her) Gen?e- 
fote Mi(s Harlow! 

A prqpofal {o liononrable on your part, claims at- 
ttmidn, und rannot eafily be rgeftcd j Mr. Harlow 
has too much regard for his fifter ; and the whole, fa- 
mily hold themklves much obliged to you. 

Clerimowt. 

Madam, this extreme condefeenfion has addecj 
rapture to the fentiments Ifelt before : it Ihall be the 
endeavour of my life to prove deferving of the ami- 
able objedl I have dared to afpire to. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Sir, I make no doubt of your fincerity. I have 
already declared my fentiments. You know Mr. 
Harlow*s ; and if my lifter gives her approbation, 
nothing will be wanting to conclude this bufihefs. 

If no difiiculties arife from her ^^her temper is 

uncertain — as to my confent. Sir, your air, your 
manner have commanded it. Sir, your moft obe- 
dient : rU fend my. fifter to you. [Exit. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, {i$wb:g) I (hall endeavour to repay 
this goodnefs with excefs of gratitude. She is 
an angel ! — and yet, ftupid thial I am, I could not 
give vent to the tendernefs with which my heart is 
ready to diflblve. It is ever fo with fincere and 
generous love; it fills the foiil with rapture, and 
then denies the power of uttering what we fo exqui • 
fitely feel. Generous Mifs Harlow ! who . could 
thus'lfec thro* my confiifion, interpret all appearance* 
fevxniraWy, ^and 'wkh a dignity fuperior to her fex's^ 

little 
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little arts> forego the idle ceremonies of coquetting^ 
teazing, and tormenting her admirer. I hear fome- 
body. Oh ! here comes Miftrefs Harlow : what a 
gloom fits upon her features ! — She aiflumcs autho- 
rity here I find. But Til endeavour by infinuation 
and refpeft to make her my friend, or at leaft to fof- 
tcn prciudices, and get the better of that four, ill- 
natured temper* 

Enter Mifs Harlow. 

Mils Harlow. 
My fifter has told me. Sir — 

Clerimont, 
Ma'am— (^^w«fg cbearfully) 

Mifs Harlow. 
He is a fweet figure, {ajtde) 

Clerimont. 

She rather looks like Mifs Harlow's mother than 
her filler-in-law — {ajide) 

Mifs Harlow. 

He feems abafh*d his refpeft is the caufe — -• 

(afide) — My fifter told me, Sir, that you was here* 
I beg pardon for making you wait fo long. 

Clerimont. 

Qh, ma'am, {bow's) the gloom difappears from 
her face, but the lines of ill-nature remain, {afide) 

Mifs Harlow. 

In his confufion I fee the ardour of his paflion.— - 
He has not recovered himfclf I — rU cheer him with 

af^ 



A C O M E D Y, 175 

•fiability — {afidt) — Sir, the letter you was plealed 
to fend, my fiftcr ha? feen, and — 

Clerimont. 
And has aflured me that Ihe has no objcftioiu 

Mifs Harlow, 
I am glad of that, Sir~I was afraid — 

CtERIMONT* 

No objcftion. And Mr. Harlow — I have feca 
him too. He has honoured me with his confentJ 
Now, madam, the only doubt remains with you* 
May I be permitted to hope — 

Mifs Harlow. 
Sir, you appear like a gentleman,— and — 

Clerimont* 

Madam, believe me, never was love more finccre, 
H^pre juftjy founded on efteem, or kindled into 
higher admiration. 

Mifs pARLOW. 

Sir, with the reft of tht: family I hojd myfelf much 
to yoy, m^ — 




Clerimont, 

Obliged ! — 'tis I that am obliged. There is no 
merit on my fide : it is tlie confequence of impref- 
fions made upon my heart \ and what heart can refift 
fiich beauty, fuch yaripys graces ! 

Mifs Harlow. 

The warmth of your cxpreffion^ Sir — I wilh my 
lifter heard him. UJide) \ am afraid you are lavifh 

of 
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Sir— - 

It wiH bura with unabating ardor. Thie ft^mc 
charms that firft inlpired . it, will for ever cherilh, 
and add new fuel tosr she ftame. — You cannot doubt 
me, Madam :• no,^ you will not harbour a^ ungene- 
rous fufpicion. You ufe this ftitc, to put my fince- 
rity to the proof. That,^ Madaiji, I perceive is your 
ain) : but could you read the feelings of nriy heart, 
you would not tfeus CFueUy keep- me in fiifpence. 

M5fi Harlow. 

Heavens ! if my fiffer faw my powep over hrm 
— (ajide) — A little (ufjpen^* cs^uij^ot be deem'd un- 
reafonable,. MarrFage is an important affair j an af- 
fair for life ; and fome caution^ you wflt afifow to^ be 
neceffary. 

GtERflMONT. - 

Madam f — (^difconcerted) — Oh !' I dre^d die ibur*- 
nefs of her look ! {ajide) 

Mifs Harlow. 

One thing. Sir, you will permit me to obferve* 
You feem to dwell chiefly on artictes of external and 
fuperficial merit i whereas, the more valuable quali- 
ties qf the mind, prudence, good fenfe, a well-regu-» 
latcd conduit — 

Clerimont. 

Oh ! Ma'am, I am not inattentive to tholfe maN 
tcrs : (he has a notable houfehold underftanding, I 

warrant her {ajide) But let me intreat you, 

Ms^daim, to do juftice to my principles, and believe 

that 



A C O M E D Y. 177 

that never yet a fond^ fojod he^it declared itfelf with 
more iinccrity. , . 

« 

Mifs Harlow. 

3ir, I ^ill fr^^^kty own t)iat I have been tryii^ yoip^ 
all this tinje^ and from henceforth all dqub^s axf 
basdijied 

ClbHimont. 

; Your woinds recnU me tsx rxcw Hfe. I fliall for 
jWf ftudy to. merit this goodnefs. But your fair 
lifter, do you think I can depend upon her con- 
fent ? May I flatter/ o^yfelf Iho will not change her 

xniftd? 

Mils Harlow. 

My ftlter,c*nnot be infenfible of yowr merit, and 
i^ }v>.nour you do ther and the whole fainiJy. And, 
Sifj w far f^ J^9A aft with propriety in the alFair, I 
will endeav.wr to keep them aU in gi ^ifpOidtion to 
favour your pretenfions. 

Clerimont. 
Madam — (bows.) 

Mifs Harlow. 

You have an intereft in my breaft that will be 
bufyforyou, 

I am eternally devoted to you. Madam — (bows. J 

Mifs Harlow. 

How modefl:^ and yet how ekpreflive he is ! 

(J/tde.) 

A a Cl£Rimoi^t. 
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''■" ■ CleriMont; ■' •"'." ■-■ 

Madam, 1 ifhall be for ever fenfible of this ex- 
treme condefcenGog. ^ I &all think no pains too 
great to prove the gratitude and efteem I bear you. 
1 beg\'my tompliments to ' Mt. Hariow. I fliall be 
here v^Vth -my iinclc inthe evening ; as iearly as pot 
fible I fliall come. My refpefts to your lifter^ 
Ma'am — and pray, Madam, Ifeep her in my in- 
terefl — Madam, yoYtf liribft obedient — I have ma- 
naged the mbdierly. ladyfindy, : I -think {aftde) 
• • ' • ■ . :.w.^ .:. V ^Boxvs, Md Exit. 



w ' . f' 



What will my lifter fay now ? I fliall hear no more 
of her taunts. A rnalicious ^thing! I fancy flie now 
fees that your giddy flirts af^ nbr always the higheft 
beautiei. -Stt her upym^febd! 'Hard 'fee" but he^rd 
Kim^ the dear nian !^ wliiic fweet things* he faid ! - and 
i^hiar fweettb'iligs heieokedi*'' Well^ I am ewchantcd 
wi th himi : 1 fliall fevd hirrf to diAnaftm. ' * - ' 



v* • • > 



Enter Mrs. Harlow. 



- f \ > A>« * ' >i 



> ><« 



Mrs. Harlowv .' ; 
Well, lifter! — how! — what does he fay? 

' • ~ • ' :'Mi& HAHfowi' r: 

Say, fifterl — Every thing that is charming: he is 
the prettieft man ! and fo polite, fo fenfible, fo ck- 
gant^ fo every thing that is agreeable I 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well! I am glad of it. 'But all's well that ends 
Well. - . - ' • . ; ^.- . ... 

Miis 
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Mifs Hkklow. 

Envy, fifter! Erivy, and 'downright malice N— 
Oh! had yoti heard all the tender things he uttered, 
and with that extafy too ! that tendemefs ! that de- 
light reftrained by modefty ! 

Mrs. Harlow. 

AH that is very true: but ftilll feel, methinks, as 
if every thing was not right: I can't well explain 
myfelfj but there is to me fomething odd in the 
whole bufinefs. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh! I don't doubt but you will fay fo. You will 
find, however, that I have beauty enough left to 
make fome noifein the world. The men, fifter, arc 
the beft judges of female beauty. Don't concern 
yourfelf about the affair, fifter: the nien arc the beft 
judges; leave it all to them. 

' f 

Mrs. Harlow. 

But only think of a lover you never faw but onee 
at Ranelagh* 

> Mifs Harlow. 

Very tru''* ! but even then I faw what work I made 
in his heart. Don't you remember how he followed 
us up and down the room ? Oh ! I am in raptures 
with him, and he is in raptures with me, and in a 
few days, fifter, Mrs. Clerimont will be glad to 
fee you. 

Eufer Mr. Harlow. 

Mr. Harlow. 

So, fifter! how ftand matters now? 

A a 2 Mifs 
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Mifs Harlow. 

As I could wilh. I jihall no more be a trouble to 
you. He has declared himfelf in die moft wann 
and vehement manner 9 tho' my filler has her 
doubts i file is a good friend^ fiie is afraid of my 
fuccefs. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Pray, fifter, don't think fo nieanly of me. I 
linderftahd that fneer. Ma'am. 

Mifs Harlow. 
And I underftand you too. Ma'am. 

Kir. HaRlow. 

Come, come, 1 defire we may have no quairelliBg* 
You two are always wrangling. But when you afc 
feparated, it is to be hoped you will then be more 
amicable. Things are now in a fair way. The'* 
fifter, let me tell you I am afraid our India friend 
will think himfelf ill treated. 

« 
Mrs. Harlow. 

That's what I fear too: that's my rcafon for 
fpeaking. Captain Cape, in my opinion, will have 
reafon to think himfelf ill ufed. 

Mifs Harlot. 

Oh ! never throw away a thought on him, Mr-. 
Clerimont has my heart; and now I think I am 
fettled for life, fifter — I love to plague her (ajiie) 
— I fay, fifter, whatever doubts you may have, you 
will fee me fettled for life, for life, for life, my 
dear fifter. 

Ennr 



A C D M E D T. til 

•• . ■/ 
Servakt. 

Dinner is iervedj Sin 

Mr, Harlow, 

y^iy well ! come, fiftcr, 1 give you . joy* Let 

us in to dinner. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh! vulgar! — I can't eat — I muft go and drcf$ 
my head over again, and do a thoufand things; — for 
I am determined FU look this afternoon as well as 
ever I can. . [Exiu 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Is not all this amazing, my dear? her head is., 
turned. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Well, let it all pafs: don't you mind it: don't 
you fay any thing. Let her get marfied if flie can. 
1 am fure I fhall rejoice at it. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

And upon my word, my dear, fo Ihall L If I 
interfere, it is purely out of friendfhip. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Be advifed by me: fay no more to her. If the 
affair goes on, we (hall fairly get rid of her. Her 
peevifh humours, and her maiden temper, arcjbe- 
come infupportable. Come, let us in to dinner., 
If Mr. Clenmont txiarries her, which indeed will be 
^d enough, we Ihall then enjoy a little peace and 
quiet in our own houfe. [Exit. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

t 

What in the world could the man fee in her ? 
He will repent of his bargain in a week or a fort- 
night; that I am fure he will. She is gone to drefs 
now!— ha! ha! — 

Oh ! how fhe rolls her pretty eyes in (pite. 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 

Ha! ha! delightfully fhe will look indeed! — 



Bid of the FIRST ACT. 
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Eftter a Servant, and Capt/ Capi.' ' 

Sjbrvant. 

YES, Sir, my mailer is* at home: he has j^ 
done dinner. Sit, - - ' 



I ♦ ^ "'X^. 



Capt. Cape. 

Very well thenj tell htm i would fpeak a word 

with him. 'f i •• s * 



i .' • * II 



' SbrVahjt^'' 

I beg pardon, iSir 5 I apn'bot a (h-anger Jti ' ^he 
family — who lliall I fay? 

Capt. Cape. 
Capt, Cape, tell him. > . 

■v 

. Servant. 

• • '•1 

Yes, Sir. ' lExiL 

Capt. Cape. 

I can hardly believe my own eyes. S'death! I 

■ am almoft inclined to think this letter, figned with 

Mifs Harlow's name, a mere forgery by fome 

enemy, to drive me into an excefs of paflion, and 

fo injure us both : I don't know what to fay to it. 

-•• ' , Efiter 
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Enter Mr. Harlow^ 

Capt..CAP?, 

I have, waited on you about an extraordinarf 
afFwi 1 can't comprehend it, Sir. Here is a letter 
with your fitter's name— «-Look at it. Sir : is that her 
hand-writiag? 

Mr. Harlow. 
Yes, Sir J I take it to better writing. 

Capt. CAftt V 
And do you know the contents ? 

I can't fay I have read it; but— - 

B^tt yimluitm tbcfurpoic of It ? 

Mr. Harlow. 
partly. 

Capt. Cape* 

You do? — and is it aot bafe treatment, Sir? Is 
it npt unwarrantable ? Cian you juftify her? 

Mr> IJarlow. 

3qx my part, J leaiye womw to m.^nage their own 
affairg. 1 «am opt fond of intexmcddling. 

Capt CajPe.. 

Jbitj Sir, ^ mr #ik you: Was ihk evenr ^^ 
agreed upon ? Are not the writings now in the lawycn 
}md» ? AYas not next week fixed for our wedding? 

Mr. 
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Mr.. Marlow. 
1 tinderftood it f6. 

Cipz. CxPt. 

Very wfcil then : yoti fee how flie treats me. She 
writes me here in ^ contemptuous Aile, that fhe 
recalls her promifej it was raflily given; Ihe has 
thought better of it; flie wUl IJffien to me no more; 
ihe is going to dilpofe of herfelf to a gentleman 
*nth whom flie cin be happy for lifo. There, that's 
(rtt ind cafy, is not it ? What do you fay to that i , 

Mr. Harlow. 

^ ' Why really. Sir, it is not my affair. I have no- 
thing to fay to it. 

Caft. CaI^e, 

Nothing to fay to it! — Sir, I imagined I was 
dealing with people of honour. 

Mr. tixftLoW. 

You have been dealing wirfr a woman, and yow 
know— - 

Capt. Cape. 

Yes, I know; I know the treachery of the fex. 
Who is this g^tlcman, pf ay ? 

Mr. Harlo^. 

His name is GJerimont-. They have fixed the 
iffair among themfclves, and shk\6tigQ: them be ft 
for me. 

Gapt. Gapf. 

V^fjr Mdl nwghty fine!— i^ Mifs Harlow at 
home. Sir? ' 

Vol. II. B b Mr- 
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Mr. Harlow, 
She is; and here ftic comes this way. 

Capt. Cape. 

Very well! — let me hear it from herfdf, that's 
all: I defire to hear her fpeak for herfclf. 

Mr. Harlow. 

With all my heart. FU leave you together: you 
know. Captain, I was never fond of being concerned 
in thefe affairs. ££a^/. 

EMter Mils Harlow. 

Mils Harlow. 

Capt. Cape, this is mighty odd: I thought my 

letter informed you — 

« 

Capt. Cape. 

Madam, I acknowledge the receipt of your let- 
ter, and. Madam, the ufage is fo extraordinary, rfiat 
I hold myfelf excufable, if 1 refufe to comply with 
the termsr you impofe upon me. 

Mils Harlow. 
Not comply? I don't underftand you* 

Capt. Cap's. 

Miftake me not; I am not come to whimper or 
to whine, and to make a puppy of myfelf again. 
That, Madam, is all blown over. 

Mils Harlow. 

Well, there is no harm done, and you will furvivc 
this I hope. 

Capt. 
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Capt. Cape. 



Survive it ! 



Mifs Harlow. * 

Yes; — you won t't grow defperate: fuppofe you 
were to order fomebody to take care of you> be- 
caufe you know fits of dclpair are fudden, and you 
may raihly do yourfelf a mifchicf. Don't do any 
fuch thing, I beg you won't. 

Capt. Cape. 

This infult, Madam! — Do myfelf a mifchief J 
Don't flatter yourfelf that it is in your power to 
make me unhappy. It is not vexation brings me 
liither, that let me affure you, 

Mifs Harlow. 

Then let vexation take you aw^y. We were 
never defigned for one another. 

Capt. Cape, 

My aniazement brings me hither; amazement 
that any woman can behave-r-but I don't want to 
upbraid— -I only come to aflc— -for I can hardly as 
yet believa it — I only come to afk if I am to credit 
this pretty epiftle ? 

Mifs Harlow, 

Every fyllable: therefore take your anfwer. Sir, 
and truce with your importunity. 

Capt. Cape, 

Very well. Ma'am, very well — your humble 
fcjfvant. Madam — I promife you. Ma'am, I can 
repay this fcorn with fcorn; with tenfold fcorn. 
Madam, fuch as this treatnnent • dcferves ; that's 

B b 2 all; 



/ 
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all : I fay no more — yow fcrv^t Ma'am — but let 
me a(k you — is this a juft return for ^U the atten- 
dance I have paid you thefe three years paft ? 

Mifs Harlow. 

Perfeftlyjuft, Sir; three yeafs !~-ho^ could you 
be a dangler fo long ? I told you wha^ it would 
come to : can yow think that, raifing a woman's cx- 
peftation, and tiring her out of all patience, is thp 
way to make fure of her at laft ? you ought to have 
been a brilker lover, you ought indeed, Sir, I am 
now contrafted to another, and fo there is an end 
of every thing between us, 

Capt. Cape, 

Very well. Madam, — and yet I can*t bear to he 
defpifed by her — and can you, Mif$ Harlow, can 
you find it in your heart to treat me with thi§ dif- 
dain ? have you no qompaffion ? 

Mifs Harlow, 
No, pqfitively npoe. Sir, ^.nonjp i none, 

Cajpf, Cape. 
Ypur own Capt. Cape, whom you ™-t- 

Mifs Harlow. 
Whom I defpife. 

Capt, CAPji? 

Whorn you have fo often encouraged to adore 
you. 

MiCs Harlow. 

Pray Sir, don't toych my ha,nd : it is i^ow thp 
property of anoth$:r, 

Capt, 
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Cj^pt, Caps. ^ 

Can't you ftill break off with him ?' 

Mtfs Harlow, 

No Sir, I can't j I won't i I love him, and if you 
are a man of honour, you will fpeak to me no more; 
defift, S^j for if you don't> my brother ftiril tell 
you of it, and to-morrow Mr, Cierimoot flisUl tdl ' 
you of it. 

Capt, Caps, 

Mr. Clerimont, Madan^ ihaU fight me for dar- 
ling 

Mifs Harlow, 

And iiiuft I fight you toa moft Qobk^ raliant 
Captain ? 

Capt, QxMin 
Laughed at too ! 

Mift Harlow.*! 

What a ^B^Stem you are in ! — i can't bear to fee a 
man in fuch a paffion. Oh ! I have a happy rid- 
dance of you : the violeace of your temper is dread- 
ftbt I -svon/t ftjQT a moment longer wiUi you ; you 
frigbien me:: you h^^ your anfwer,-- ^axid £b yoMX 
fervant Sir, Exii. 

Capt. Cape. 

Ay t fhe is gwc off like a fury, and- the furies 
catch her, fty h I will never put up with this : I 
v'\& find o^t this Mr. Clerimont : he (hall be ac- 
cw'of J^jlc to pip i Mf. Harlow too flxall he account- 
able i and — 

Enter 
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Enter Mr. and Mrs. Harlow. 

Mr. Harlow, I am ufed very ill here, ,by all of 
you, and Sir, let me tell you— - . 

Mr. Harlow. 

Nay J doift be angry with me. I was not to 
marry you. 

Capt. Cape. 

But Sir, I can't help being angry. I muft be an- 
gry : and let mc tell yoy, you don't behave like a 
gentleman. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
How can Mr. Harlow help it. Sir, if my fiftcr — 

Mr. Harlow. 

You are too warm j you arc indeed. Let us talk 
this matter over a bottle. 

Capt. CaI>e. 
No, Sir : no bottle : over a cannon, if you will. 

Mrs, Harlow. 

Mercy on me ! I beg you won't talk in that ter- 
rible manner : you frighten, me out of my wits. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Be you quiet, my dear. Capt. Cape, I beg you 
will juft ftep into that room with me ; and if, in the 
difpatching of one bottle, I don't acquit myfelf of all 
finifter dealing, why then — come, come, be a little 
moderate : you fhall ftep with me : I'll take it as a 
favour. Come, come, you muft. 

Capt. 
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Gapt. Cape. 

I always found you a gentleman, Mr. Harlow^ and 
ib with all my heart, I don't care if I do talk the 
matter over. 

Mils Harlow. 

That's fair, and I am obliged to you. Come, Fll 
Ihew you the way. [Exeunt^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Juft as I forefaw: my lifter was fure of him, and 
now is ihe going to break off for a young man, ivho 
will defpife her in a little time. I wilh Ihe would 
have Capt. Cape. 

Enter Mifs. Harlow^ 

Mils KLarlow. 
Is he gone, fifter ?. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

No ; and here is the deuce and all to do. He is 
for fighting every body: upon my word you arc 
wrong : you don't, behave genteelly in the affair. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Genteelly ! I like that notion prodigioufly : an't 
I going to marry genteelly ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well, follow your own inclinations. I won't in- 
temieddle any more, I promife you. Til ftep into 
the parlour, and fee what they are about. [ExiS. 

Mifs 
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Mlf9 HaaloW. 

As you pleafe, Ma^am. I fee plainif tht tll-nitufed 
thmg can't bear mf ^cceis^ Heavens I bite comrt 
Mr, Clerimont. 

Enier Mr. Cleriwont. 

Mifs Harlow. 
You arc earlier than I expefted. Sin 

CtERlMONT. 

I hare flown/ Madam, upon the wings ef lo^* 
1 hare feen my uncle : he will be here within tHiH 
half hour. Every thing fucceeds CO rafy wifhcs. 1 
hope there is no alteration here fince I faw you. 

rilifs Harlow. 
Nothing of moment. Sir. 

Clerimont. 

You alarm me: Mr. Harlow has not changed 
his mind> I hope. 

Mifs Harlow. 
No, he continues in the fame opinion* 

Clerimont. 

And your fitter — I tremble with doubt and fear-- 
llie does not furely recede from the fentiments fhc 
flattered me with. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Why there, indeed, I can't fay much. She fccm* 
to — 

ClB- 
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' Clerimont. 
How! 

Mifs Harlow. 
She — I don*t know what to make of her. 

Clerimont. 
I am on the rack : in pity, do not torture me. 

Mifs Harlow. 

How tremblingly foHcitous he is — Oh ! I have 
made a fure conqueft. {afide) — Why, Ihe, Sir — 

Clerimont. 
I am all attention. Madam, {dijconcerted) 

Mifs Harlow. 
She does not feem entirely to approve. 

Clerimont. 
You kill me with defpair. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! he is deeply fmitten. {aftde) — She thinks 
another match would fuit better. 

Clerimont. 
. Another match ! 

Mifs Harlow. 

Yes, another ; an India captain, who has made his 
propofals i but I ihall take care to fee him dif- 
miffed. 

Vol. n. C c Cle- 
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Clerimont, 
Will you ? 

Mifs Harlow. 

I promlfe you I will. Though he runs much in 
my fifter's head, and Ihe has taken great pains to 
bring the family over to hei opinion. 

Clerimont. 

How cruel ! I could not have expefted that from 
her. But has Ihe fixed her heart upon a match 
with this other gentleman ? 

Mifs Harlow. 

Why, truly I think Ihe has : but my will in this 
affair ought, and Ihall be confulted, 

Clerimont. 

It is highly proper. Madam. Your long acquaint- 
ance with the world — 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Long acquaintance. Sir ! I have a few years expe- 
rience only. 

Clerimont. 

That is, your good fenfe, ma'am — Oh ! confound 
my tongue ! how that flipt from me» {afide) — Your 
good fenfe,— -your early good fenfe, — and — and — 
inclination fhould be confulted. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

And they Ihall, Sir. Hark ! I hear her coming. 
I'll leave you this opportunity to ipeak to her once 

more, 
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Unore, and try to win her over by perfuafion. It will 
make things eafy if you can. I am gone, Sir. 

\CurtJies aJfeSledly and Exit. 

Clerimont. 

The happinefs of my life will be owing to you. 
Madam. The woman is really better-natured than 
I thought. She comes, the lovely tyrant comes. 

Enter Mrs. Harlow. 

Clerimont. 

She triumphs in her cruelty, and I am ruined. 

{Aftde) 

Mrs. Harlow. 
You feem uneafy. Sir. I hope no misfortune — 

Clerimont. 

The fevereft misfortune !— you have broke my 

heart. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I break your heart. Sir ? 

Clerimont. 
Yes, cruel fair, you — you have undone me. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
How can that be. Sir ? 

Clerimont. 

And you feem unconfcious of the mifchicf you 
have made* 

C c 2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow 
'Pray unriddle. 

Clerimont. 
Your fitter has ttold me all. 

Mrs, Harrow. 
Ha! ha ! what has Ihe told you, Sir ? 

Clerimont. 
It may be fport to you, but to me *tis death. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
What is death? 

Clerimont. 

The gentleman from India, Madam 1 have 

heard it all — you can give him a preference ; you 
can blafl: my hop^s, my fohd delighted hopes, which 
you yourfelf had cherifhed. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
The gentleman is a very good fort of a man. 

Clerimont. 

She loves him, I fee — {afide) — Madam, I per- 
ceive my doom is fixed, and fixed by you. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

How have I fixed your doom ? — If I ipeak fa- 
vourably of Captain Cape, it is no more than he 
deferves, 

Cle- 
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Clerimont. 

« 

Diftraftion ! I cannot bear this — (afide) 

Mrs. Harlow* 

I believe there i^ nobody that knows the gentl«^ 
man, but will give him his due praife* 

Clerimont. ^ 
Love ! love ! love ! {^Jidi) 

Mrs. Harlow. 
And befidesj his claim is in fad: prior to yoicrs^ 

Clerimont. 

And muft love be governed, like the bufinefi of 
mechanics, by thy laws of tyrant cuftom ? Can you 
diink fo. Madam ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Why, Sir, you know I am not in love. 

ClerimdnT. 
Confufion ! — No, Madam, I fee you are not. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I And really, Sir, reaibnably fpeaking, my fifter is 
I' for treating Capt. Cape very ill. He has been danc- 
' ing attendance here thefe three years. 

Clerimont, 

Yet that you knew, when you were pleafed to fan 
the rifing flame that matchicfs beauty had kindled in 
my heart, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

Matchlefs beauty ! ha I ha ! 1 cannot buC 

laugh at that, {afide) 

Clerimont. 

Laugh, Madam, if you will at the pangs you 
yourfelf occafion : yes, triumph, if you will : I am 
rcfigned to my fate, fince you will have it fo. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I have it fo ! — you feem to frighten yourfelf with- 
out caufe. If I fpeak favourably of any body elfe* 
what then ? I am not to marry him, you know. 

Clerimont. 
An*t you ? ' 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I ! — No, truly i thank Heaven ! 

Clerimont. 
She revives me. {afide) 

Mrs. Harlow. 
That muft be as my fifter pleafes. 

Clerimont^ 
Muft it ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Muft it ! To be fure it muft. 

Clerimont. 
And may I hope fome intereft in your heart ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 
My heart. Sir ! 

Clerimont. 

While it is divided, while another has poffeffion of 
but part of it — 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I don't underftand him! Why, it has been 
given away long ago. 

Clerimont, 

1 pray you do not tyrannize me thus with alter- 
nate doubts and fears. If you will but blefs me with 
the leaft kind return — 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Kind return ! what, would you have me fall in 
love with you ? 

Clerimont. 
It will be generous to him who adores you, 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Adore me ! 

Clerimont. 
Even to idolatry. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

What can he mean ? I thought my fifter was the 
objeft of your adoration. 

Clerimont. 

Your fifter, Ma'am ! I fhall ever refpeft her as 

my 
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my friend on this occafion, but love— no— no — Ihc 
is no objedt for that. 

M«. Harlow. 
No! 

' Clerimont. 

She may have been handfome in her time, but 
that has been all over long ago.' 

Mrs. Harlow. 

^ Well ! this is charming — I wilh fhe heard him 
now, with her new-fangled airs, {aftde) But let 
me underftand you. Sir : adore me ? 

Clerimont. 

You ! — you ! and only you ! by this fair hand— 

{Jciffes it) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Hold, hold. This is going too far. But pray, 
Sir, have you really conceived a paffion for me ? 

Clerimont. 

You know I havci a paflion of the tendereil 
nature. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
And was that your drift in coming hither ? 

Clerimont. 
What elfe could induce me ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

/ i 

And introduced yourfelf here to have an oppor- 
tunity of fpeaking to me ? I 



r 
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My angel ! don't torment me thus, 

Mrs. Harlow. 

• * 

Angel ! and what do y6ij fuppofe Mr. Harlow 
will fay to this ? 

Clerimont. 
Oh ! Ma*am— he ! he approves my pafliQn. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Does he really ? I muft ipeak to him about that. 

Clerimont. 

Do fo, Ma*am, you will fimj me a man of more 
honour than to deceive you. 

MifsHARLOW. 

Well ! it will be whimfical enough ' if he does. 
And my filler too, this wiU be a charming difcovery 
for, her. (afifie) — Ha! ha! well! really. Sir, this 
is mighty odd. Ill fpeak to Mr. Harlow about this 
matter, and yow fhall i^now his anfw^r. (going.) 

* A 

Clerimont. 

And may I then flatter nayfelf ? .. ., 

. ) 
Mrs. ELAJ8.LOW. 

Qh ! to be fure : fuch an honourable projeft ! Pll 
ftep to him this moment ; and then, fifter, I fhall 
mdkt fuch a piece of .work for yoiu Exit. 

Cbrrimsokt. 

Very w^cll, Mti'am) fee Mr. Harlow : he will con- 
firm it all. While there is life tiiere i^hepe. To loft 
Vol.. II; Vd tha( 
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that matchlefs beauty, were the worft mifcry in the 
power of fortune to heap upon me. 

Enter Mifs Harlow. 

Mifs Harlow. 

I beg pardon for leaving you all this time — Wclli 
Sir, what fays my fiftcr ? 

Clbrimont. 
She has given me fome glimmering hopes. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Don't be uncafy about hers it Ihall be as I 

pleafe— 

Clerimont. 

But with her own free confent it would be better: 
however, to you I. am bound by every tie, and thus 
\^t me feal a vow- -(kijfes her band.) 

Mifs Harlow, 
He certainly is a very paffiontte lover. He is 
rea^y to eat n>y hand up with kiiSes, I wiflb my fif» 
ter (aw this, {afide.) Hufh ! I hear Captain Cape's 
voice. The hideous Sea-monfter ! he is coming this 
way, I would not fee him again for the world. I'll 
withdraw for a moment. Sir. Ydu^l excufe mc; 
{kijfes her band and curtfies very low) your moft obc- 
dient'-'-Qh ! he i$ a charming man. 

[Cur^eys and Exit^ 

Enter Capt«.CAPB, 

.Capt.- Caps. 
'\ There Ihc goes, the perfidioua ! Sir,.! underftand 
your.nan)^ is Qcrinaont. .. 

: ClERIMONTi 
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Clerimont* 
At your fcrvicc. Sir. 

Capt. Capei 
• Then^ draw this moment* 

Clerimont* 
. Draw> Sir ! for what ? 

Capt. Caps* 
No evafionj Sin 

« 

.Clerimont* 
Explain the caufe* 

Capf. Capj^. 

The caule is too plain : your making love to thsit 
lady, who went out there this moment. 

Clerimont. 
That lady ! not 1 upon my honour, Sir* 

Capt. Cape. 
No fhuffiing, Sir, draw* 

CLERIMONf . 

Sir, I can repel an Injury like this : but yotif 
iqiiarrel is groundlcfs. And, Sir, if ever I made 
love to that lady, I will lay my bofom hsiked t6 
your fword. That lady ! — I rcfign all manner of 
prctenfion to hen 

Clpt. Capb. 

You rclign her ? 

D d 1 Clehimont* 
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Glbiwmont* 
Entirely. 

Capt. Cape. 
Then I am pacified, {puts up his /word.) 

CleriMont. 

Upon my word. Sir, I never To much astlioughc 
of the lady. 

Enter Mr. HarloW. 

Mr. HaHlow. 

So^ Sir, fine doings you have been carrying on 
here! 

Cl£Rimont. 
Sir! 

Mr. Harlow. 
You have been attempting my wife, I find." 

Glerimokt. 
Upon my word^ Mr. Harlow — 

Mr. Harlow. 

You have behaved in a very bafe m^iier, and \ 
infift rQpon fatisfa£iion. {draws 'his /word) 

Clerimont. 

. This is the ftrangeft accident! I aflure you. Sir, 
***only give me leave% 

Mr. 
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f 

1 will not ff^itt you Icavci.-- i irfiil— 

, Capt. Cam. 

Nay, Mr. Harlow. This 4s nekher time or place t 
and befide^ hear the gentleman ; 1 have been over** 
hsifty, and ^he lias fetisficd tm i only hear Wm.^ * 

Mn AkklOW. * 
Sir> I will believe my own wife. Come oil, 3if> 

Clirimont. 

Without daufe I cannot : I have no quarrel. Sin 
Vou may believe me> lAf. •Harlow, when I aflure 
you, that I cBOie into this houfe upon ^hoaourable 
principtes : induced, Sir^ by mj regard for M'A 
Harlow« . . 

m 

Capt, Caf£4 

For Mifs Harlow !-^wounds ! draw this moment. 

ClERlMOIfT. 

^ Again ! this is downright madnefs t two upon me 
it once ! you will murder me ^between you. 

I Mr. HarloIv* 

There is one too many upon him furc enough, t- 
\ and fo, captainj put up your fword. 

! 

Capt. Cape. 
Refign youi" pretenfions. to Mifs Harlow. 

to 

Clsrimont^ 
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CttRtMONT. 

Refign Miis Harlow U--not for the iiniveffe :' ill 
her caufe^ I can be as ready as any bravo of ye all« 

{draws bis/word.^ 

Mr. MarLoW* 

For heaven*s fake. Captain Cape, moderate your 
tnger s this is neither time nor place. I have been 
too rafii myfelf : I beg you^ill be pacified. {He puis 
«^.) — Mr. Clerimont flieatn your fword. 

Cl£rimont« 
I obey. Sin . 

Mr. HARLOW4 

Captain Cape, how can you ? you pi-omlicd me 
3fou would let things take their courfe ? if my fiftcr 
will marry the gentleman, how is he to blame I 

Capt. Cape* 

Well arguedi Sir : I have done z-'-flie is a worth- 
lefs woman, that's all. 

Cl£Rimont« 
A worthlefs woman. Sir ! 

ft 

Capt. Cape* 
. Ay! worthlefs. 

Clerimont* 
Damnation! — Draw, Sir I 

Mr. Harlow* 

Nay, now, Mr. Clerimont, you are too wanti} 

and 
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« 

and there's a gentleman conning-— this is your undc» 
I fuppofe. 

Clkrimonj, 

It is, and he comes opportunely,. 



Enter Mr. Heartwell. 

Mr. Harlqw. (ajide.) 

rU wave all difpujtes now, {hat I may conclude 
my filter's marriage. r 

Heartwell. 

My nephew has informed me, Sir, of the honor 
you have done him, and I am come to ratify the 
treaty by my confent, . 



Mr. Harlow. 

I thought it neceflary to have the advice of Mr. 
Clerimont's Friends, as he is very young, and my 
fitter not very handfome. 

She is an angel. Sir, 

Heartwell. 

Patience, Charles, patience. My nephew's eftatc 
will provide for his eldeft born, and upon the 
younger branches of his marriage, I mean to fettle 
I my fortune, 

! 

I Mr. Harlow. 

Generoufly fpoken. Sir, and after that declaration, 
there is ng occafion for delay. Who waits there f 
•'-tell the ladies they are waited, 

HiARtWBLL. 
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• H£ARTW£LL. 

I have ever loved my nephew, and fince he tells 
me he has made a. good choioe^ I fliall be glad to 
fee .him happy* 

Capt* Cape, 

But, Sir, let me teU you, that ytrar nephew has 

ufed me bafely, and Sir— 

III 

Mr, Ha&low. 

P6 ! Captain Cape, now you arc wrong again ! 
tytry thing was fettled between us in the other room: 
recollcft yourfclf^ I beg you wiD-^'^Qh ! here cop^ 
the ladies. 

Enter Mrs^ Harlow and AB/s Harlow. 

Mife Harlow. 

' Now, fitter, you fliaJl fee that I have completed 
my conqueft. 

Cl«ERIMONT^ 

At length, I am happy indeed ! my lovely, 
charming bride ! thu^ let me rfnatch thee to my 
heajct, and thus, axad thus — {embra(^s, Mr^KHarlow%) 

.Mr. Harlow.. 

Peath and diftraftion ! before my face^— 

(j>^/bing bim aw^) 

CLEillMaNT. 

Pridiec wddge my tranfpott : my life, my an« 
gcll 



Mr. 
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Mr. Harlow. 
I defire you will dcfifl:, Sir : thefe liberties may 
provoke me too far» 

Clerimont. 

Nay, nay^ prithee be quiet : n\y charming, charm- 
ing wife ! 

Mr. Harlow. 
That lady is not your wife. 

Clerimont. 

How my wife, not my wife ! — extafy and blifs ! 

Mr, Harlow. 

Come, come. Sir, this is too much : I defire — 

Clerimont. 
Ha ! ha ! you are very pleafant. Sir. 

Mr. Harlow. 

This is downright madnefs, but it fhsll not ex- 
cufe you : that lady is my wife. 

Cl^erimont. 
Sir ! 

Mr. Harlow. 
I fay. Sir, that lady is niy wife. 

Capt. Cape. 
Ha! ha! I fee through this : it is a comedy of 
errors, I believe. (Jings) 

Heartwell, 
What does all this mean ? 

Clerimont. 

Your wife. Sir! 
Vol. II. E e Mr. 
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Mr. Harlow. 
Yes, my wife : and there is my fifter, if you 
pleafe to take her. 

Clerimont. 
Sir ! 

Mr. Harlow. 
Sir, this' is the lady whom you have defircd in 
marriage. 

Clerimont. 

Who I, Sir ? , I beg your pardon : that lady I took 
to be your wife (poinding to Mifs Harlow.) — and that 
lady {pointing to Mrs. Harlow.) I took to be your fif- 
ter. 

Capt. Cape and Mrs. Harlow. 
Ha! ha! ha!™ 

Mifs Harlow. 
How ! how is this ? have* I been made a fool of 
all this time ? furies 1 torture ! madnefs ! 

Capt, Cape. 
Ha ! ha ! — my lady fair is taken in, I think. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Sifter, the men don't fee with my eyes — ha ! ha ! 

Capt. Cape. 
Ha ! ha ! the gentleman is no dangler. Ma'am. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 
This is a complete conqueft my fifter has made* 

Mifs Harlow, 

I can't bear this — Sir, I delire I may not be made 
a jeft of — did not you folicit me? importune 
me? 

Clerimont. 

I For your ' intereft in that lady, whom I took for 
Mifs Harlow, I beg your pardon if I am miftaken : 
I hope there it no harm done. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Yes, Sir, but there is harm done. I am made 
Iport of; expofed to derifion — Oh! I cannot bear 
this- -I cannot bear it — (cries) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Don't cry, fifter : fome faces preferve their bloogi 
longer than others you know — ha ! ha ! 

Capt. Cape. 
Loll toll loll— 

Heartwell. 

This is all a riddle to mc : is that lady your 
wife, Sir ? 

Mr. Harlow. 

She is. Sir. 

Heartwell, 

And pray nephew ; you took that lady for Mr. 
Harlow's fifter, I fuppofe. 

E e a Cle- 
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Clerimont, 

I did. Sir, I beg pardon for the trouble I have 
given— -I am in fuch confufion, I can hardly — 

Heartwell. 

Well, well ! the thing is cleared up, and you have 
been_ proceeding upon a miftake. But you fhould 
have known what ground you went upon — ha ! ha! 
I can't help laughing neither. 

Mr. Harlow* 
Why faith, nor I — ha ! ha ! 

Clerimont. 

Since matters have turned out fo unexpeftedly, I 
beg pardon for my miftake, and Sir, I take my 
le^yC'— (going) 

Mifs Harlow. • 

And will you treat me in this manner. Sir ? Will 
you draw me into fuch a fcrape, and not — 

Clerimont. 

Madam, that gentleman would cut my throat: 
his claim is prior to mine ; and I dare fay, he will be 
very glad to be reconciled. 

Mifs Harlow. 

You are a bafe man then, and I rejeft you. Cap- 
tain Cape I fee my error, and I refign myfelf to 
you. 

Capt. Cap!-. 

No, Madam, I beg to be excufed. I have been 
a dangler too long. I ought to have been a brifker 
lover. I fhall endeavour to furvive it. Madam j I 

won't 
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won't do myfelf a mifchief : I have my anfwer, and 
I am off, Mad^m, Loll toll loll — 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Ha ! ha ! I told you this my dear fifter. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, I dare fay the gentleman will think bct-^ 
ter of it. Mr. Harlow, I am forry for all this confu- 
fion, and I beg pardon of the whole company for 
my miftake. Mrs. Harlow, I wilh you all happi- 
nefs. Ma'am-— Angelic creature! what a misfortune 
to lofe her ! [^Bows and Exit. 

Capt. Cape. 

And I will follow his example — Mifs Harlow I 
wilh you all happinefs. Angelic creature ! what a 
misfortune to lofe her! — Upon my foul I think you 
a moft admirable jilt, and fo now you may go, and 
bewail your virginity in the mountains— loll toll 
loll— l^Exit. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! oh ! I can't bear to be thus difgraced. PU 
go and hide myfelf from the world for ever. The 
men are all favages, barbarians, monfters, and I hate 
the whole fex. \_Exit. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

My dear fifter, with her beauty and her conquefts, 
ha ! ha ! 

- Mr. Harlow. 
Ha ! 'ha ! whimfical and ridiculous t 

Heart- 
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Heartwell. 

Sir, my nephew is young : I am forry for this 
fcene of errors, and I hope you'll afcribe the whole 
to his inexperience. 

Mr. Harlqw. 
I certainly Ihall, Sir. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I cautioned my fifter fufficiently about this mat- 
ter, but vanity got the better of her, and leaves her 
now a whimfical inftance of folly and affeftation. 

In vain the Faded Toast het mirror tries. 
And counts the cruel murders of her ey^s ; 
For Ridicule, fly-peeping o'er her head. 
Will point the rofes and the lillies dead ; 
And while, fond fou! ! Ihe weaves her myrtle chain. 
She proves a fubjeft of the comic ftrain. 
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ACT the FIRST. 



Young Wilding, Beaufort, ^»^ Will following. 

. Wilding. 

HA, ha, my dear Beaufort ! a fiery young fellow 
like you, melted down into a fighing, love- 
fick dangler after a high heel, a well-turned ancle, 
and a Ihort petticoat ! 

Beaufort. 

PFythee, my dear Wilding, fpare your raillery. 
Maria's charms — 

Wilding, 

Maria's charms ! And fo now you would fain 
grow wanton in her praife, and make me liften to 
your raptures about my own fifter ! Ha ! ha, poor 
Beaufort ! Is my fifter at home. Will ? 

Will, 
She is. Sir. 

Wilding. 
How long has my father been gone out ? 

Vol. II. F V Will. 
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Will, 
This hour. Sir. 

Wilding. 

Very well. Pray give Mr. Beaufort's compliments 
to my fifter. If flie is vifible this morning, he will 
wait upon her, {Exit Will.) You will be glad to 
fee her I fuppofe, Charles. 

. ♦ 

Beaufort, 

I live but in her prefence. 

Wilding. 

Live but in her prefence ! How the devil could 
the young baggage raife this riot in your heart? 
'Tis more than her brother could ever do with any 
of her fex. 

Beaufort. 

Nay, you have no reafon to complain. You arc 
come up to town, poft-hafte, to marry a wealthy ci-' 
tizen's daughter, who only faw you laft feafon at 
Tunbridge, and has been languilhing for you ever 
fince. 

Wilding. 

That's more than I do for her ; and, to tell you 
the truth, more than I believe Ihe does for me. This 
is a match of prudence, man ! bargain andfale ! My 
reverend dad and the old put of a citizen finiftied the 
bufinefs at Lloyd's cofffee-houfe by inch of candle : 
a mere transfer of property ! — " Give your fon to 
*^ my daughter, and I will give my daughter to your 
" fon." That's the whole affair, and fo I am juft ar- 
rived to confummate the nuptials. 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. 
Thou art the happieft fellow ! 

Wilding. 

Happy ! fo I am. What fhould I be otherwifc 
for ? If Mifs Sally— upon my foul I forget her 
name. 

Beaufort. 
Well ! that is fo like you — Mifs Sally Philpot. 

Wilding. • 

Ay! very true: Mifs Sally Philpot. She will 
bring fortune fufficient to pay off an old incumbrance 
Dpon the family-eftate, and my father is to fettle 
handfomely upon me. I have reafon to be contented 
have not I ? 

Beaufort. 

And are you willing to marry her without one 
fpark of love for her ? 

Wilding. 

Love ! Why I make myfelf ridicnfous enough 
by marrying, don't I, without being in love into the 
bargain ? What ! am I to pine for a girl that is 
willing to go to bed to me ? Love of all things ! 
My dear Beaufort, one fees fp many people breathing 
raptures about each other before marriage, and din- 
ning their infipidity into the ears of all their ac- 
quaintance ; " My dear Ma'am, don't you think 
" him a fweet man ? a charminger creature never 
" was." Then he, on his fide — " My life, my ari- 
" gel, oh ! flie's a paradife of ever blooming fweets !" 
And then in a month's time, " He's a perfidious 

F f 2 " wretch ! 
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*^ wretch ! I wifh I had never fecn his face : the devil 
*' was in me when I had any thing to fay to him." 
*' A plague go with her for an in^majed ^piece 5 I 
*^ wilh (he had poifoned herfelf with all my heart.'* 
That is ever the way; and fo you fee love is all non- 
fenfe 5 well enough to furnifh romances for boys and 
girls at circulating libraries i that is all^ take my 
word for it. 

Beaufort. 

Pho ! this is all idle talk > andj in the mean time> 
1 am ruin'd. 



Wilding. 



How fo ? 



Beaufort. 

Why, you know the old couple have b^gaip'd for 
your filler. 

Wilding. 

Bargained for her ! And will you pretend you zxt 
in love ? Can you look tamely on and fee her bar- 
tered away at Garraway's, like cochineal, or indigo ? 
Marry her privately, man, and keep it a fecret till 

my affair is over. 

« * 

Beaufort. 
My dear Wilding, will you propofe it to her ? 

Wilding. 

With all my. heart. She is very long a coming. 
rU tell you what, if fhe has a fancy for you, carry 
her off at once. But, perhaps, (he has a mind to this 
cub of a citizen, Mifs Sally's brother. 

' Beau- 



A. C O M' E D Y. 44* 

Beaufort* 

, Oh, no ! he's her averfion* 

« 

Wilding. 

I have never feen any of the family but my wife 
that is to be : my father-in-law, and my brother-in- 
law, I knov/ nothing of them. What fort of a fel- 
low is the fon ? ^ 

Beaufort. 

Oh ! a diamond of the firft water ; a buck, Sir, a 
blood ! every night at this end of the town -, at 
twelve next day he fneaks about the 'Change, in a 
little bit of a frock and a bob -wig, and looks like a 
fedate book-keeper in the eyes of all wlx) behold 
him. 

Wilding. 
Upon my word, a gentleman of fpirit. 

Beaufort. 

Spirit ! He drives a phaeton two ftbry high, 
keeps his girl at this end of the town, and, is the gay 
George Philpot all round Covent- Garden. 

Wilding. 
Oh, irave ! — and the father ? 

Beaufort. 

. The fiather. Sir — But here comes Maria^; take 
his pifture from her. (Jhe ftngs within ) 

Wilding. 

Hey ! fhe is mufical this morning ; Ihe holds her 
ufual fpirits, I find. 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. 

Yes, the fpirit t>f eighteen, with the idea of a 
lover in her head. 

Wilding. 

Ay! and fuch a lover as you too ! Though ftill 
in her teens, (he can play upon all your foibles, and 
treat you as (he does her monkey, tickle you, tor- 
ment you, enrage you, footh you, exalt you, deprefs 
you, pity you, laugh at you — Ecce fignum t 

Enter Maria. (Jinging) 

Wilding. 

The fame giddy girl ! . Come, my dear fifter, 
have done with your fooling. 

Maria. 

Be quiet, brother ; let me have my own way j I 
will go through my fong. (fings) 

Wilding. 
I have not feen you thi$ age i afk me how I do ? 

Maria. 

I won't a(k you how I do : I won't take any no- 
tice of you, I don't know you. 

Wilding. 

Do you know this gentleman then ? Will you 
fpeak to him ? 

Maria. 

No, I won't fpeak to him ; I'll fing to him 5 it's 
my humour to fing. {fings) 

Beau- 
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^ BfeAUFORT. 

Be fcrious but for a moment, Maria ; my all de- 
pends upon it. 

Maria. 

Oh ! Iweet Sir, you are dying, are you ? Then 
pofitively I willfing the fong j for it is a defcription 
of yourfelf. (JSheJings a little) Brother, how do you 
do ? {Idffes htm) Say nothing, don't interrupt me. 

Cftngs) 

Wilding. 
Have you feen your city lover yet ? 

Maria. 

No J but I long to fee him ^ I fancy he is a cu- 
riofity. 

Beaufort. 
Long to fee him, Maria ! 

Maria. 
Yes, long to fee him — (Beaufort fiddles iJ!)Uh his 
lipy and looks thoughtful) Brother, brother ! {goes to 
hitnfoftlyj beckons him to look at Beaufort) do you fee 
that ? (mimicks him) Mind him ; ha, ha. 

Beaufort. 

Make me ridiculous if you will, Maria; fo do you 
cjon't make me unhappy, by marrying this citizen. 

Maria. . ' 

And would not you have me marry. Sir ? What, 
I muft lead a fingle life to pleafe you, muft I ? Up- 
on 
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on my word you arc a pretty gentleman to make 
laws for me. (Jings) 

■ Can it bey or hy law, or by equity Jaidy 
^at a comely young girl ought to die airdd maid? 

Wilding, 

Come, come, Mifs Pert, compofe ypurfelf a little: 

this will never do. 

■ * 
> 

Maria. 

My crofs, ill-natured brother ! But it will do. 
L^ord ! what do you both call me hither to plague 
me ? I won't ftay among ye — a Vhmeury a Vbonmr 
"--(running awayy a Vhoneur. 

Wilding. 

Hey, hey, Mifs Notable ! comeback; you muft 
ftay. (forces her back) 

Maria. 
Well, well ; what do you want ? 

Wilding. 

Come, truce with your frolicks, Mifs Hoyden, 
and behave like a fenfible girl ^ we have ferious bu- 
finefs with you. 

Maria. 

Have you ? Well, come, I will be fenfiblc* 
There, I blow all my folly away : 'tis gone, gonc> 
and now I'll talk fenfe. Is that a fenfible face^? 

Wilding. j 

Pc, be quiet, and hear what we have to fay to I 
you. 

Maria. 
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22^ 



Maria, 

I I will, I am quiet. It is charming weather ; it 
I will be good for the country, this will. 

^. Wilding, 

I Ridiculous ! how can you be io filly ? 

Maria. 

Blefs me ! I never faw any thing like you. There 

[ is no fuch thing as fatisfying you. I am fure it was 

very good fenfe, what I (aid. Papa talks in that 

manner. Well ! Til be filent then : I won't fpcak 

at all ; will that fatisfy you ? {looks Jullen) 

Wilding. 

Abfurd ! no more of this folly, but mind what is 
faid to you. You have not feen your city lover, yoij 

fay? 

(Maria Jhrugs her Jhoulders^ and Jimkes her bead) 

Wilding. 
Why don't you anfwer ? 

Beaufort, 

' My dear Maria, put me out of pain. 

(Maria Jhrugs her Jhoulders again) 

Wilding. 

rU pinch a piece out of your arm, if you don't 
^ anlwer. 

Maria. 

. Why> no, then s no> no, no, no, no, no ; I tell 
you no. 

Vol. D. G g Wild. 
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WlLDIN0. 

Ridiculous ! Don't be a girl always. 

Maria. 

Why don't I tell you I have not feen him ? Bur 
1 am to fee him this very day. 

BeaufoJit. 
To fee him this day, Maria ? 

Maria. 

Ha, ha ! — look there, brother ; he is beginning 
again. But don't frighten yourfelf, and I'll tell you 
all about it. My papa comes to me this morning — 
by the by, he makes a fright of himfelf with this 
ftrange drefs — Why does he not drefs as other gen- 
tlemen do, brother ? 

Wilding. 

He dreffcs like his brother fox-hunters in Wilt- 
Ihire. . 

Maria. 

But when he comes to town, I wilh he would do 
as other gentlemen do here. I am almoft afhamed 
of him. But he comes to me this morning- -" Hoic! 
hoic ! our Moll— Where is the fly pufs ? Tally 
ho !"-— Did you want me papa? — " Come hither, 
Moll, rU gee you a hufband, my girl ; one that 
«' has mettle enow 5 he'll take cover, I warrant un; 
" blood to the bone." 

Beaufort. 
There now. Wilding, did not I tell you this ? 

WlLD- 
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Wilding, 
Where are you to fee the young citizen ? 

Maria. 

Wy, papa will be at home in an hour, and then 
he intends to drag me into the city with him, and 
there the fweet creature is to be introduced to me. 
The old gentleman, his father, is delighted with 
me : but I hate him, an old ugly thing. 

Wilding. 
I never faw him : what fort of a being is he ? 

Maria. 

Why, he looks like the pifture of Avarice, fitting 
with pleafure upon a bag of money, and trem*bling 
for fear any body fliould come and take it away. 
He has got fquare-toed fhoes, and little tiny buckles, 
a brown coat, with fmall round brafs buttons, that 
looks as if they were new in my great-grandmother'a 
time, and his face all fhrivelled and pinched with 
care, and he fliakes his head like a Mandarine upon 
a chimney-piece — " Ay, ay. Sir Jafper, you are 
^^ right— and then he grins at me— -I profefs Ihe is 
" a very pretty bale of goods. Ay, ay, and my fon 
" Bob is a very fenfible lad— ay, ay ! I will under- 
^^ write their happinefs for one s^nd a half per 
« cent." 

Wilding. 

Thank you, ray dear girl 5 thartk you for tliis. ac- 
count of my relations. 

Beaufort. 

Deftrudlion to my hopes ! Surely, my dear angel, 
if you have any regard for me—- 

G g 2 Maria^ 
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Maria. 

There, there, there he is frightened again. 

{ftngs Deareft creature, £s?^.) 

Wilding. 

No more of thefe airs : liften to me, and Til in- 
ftruft you how to manage them all. 

Maria. 

Oh ! my dear brother, you are very good. But 
don't miftake yourfelf ; though juft come from a 
boarding-fchool, give me leave to manage for my- 
felf. There is in this cafe a man I like, and a 
man I don't like — It is not you I like {to Beaufort) 
No — I hate you- — But let this little head alone ; I 
1 know what to do : I fhall know how to prefer one, 
and get rid of the other. 

Beaufort. 
What will you do, Maria? 

Maria. 

Ho ! ho ! that face is enough to make me die with 
laughing, (ftngs) 

Do not grieve mey 
Ob! relieve me, Sec. 

Wilding. 

Come, come, you Ihall liften to me. The old 
cit, you fay, admires you for your underftanding; 
and his fon would not marry you, unlefs he found 
you a girl of fcnfe and fpirit ? 

Maria. 
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Maria. 



?2f 



^ Even fo : that is the charaAer of your giddy 
lifter. 

W>tDlNG. 

Why then I'll tell you. You fliall make him hate 
you for a fool, and fo let the refufal come from him- 
felf. 

Maria. 
But how — how, my dear brother ? Tell me how? 

Wilding. 

Why you have feen a play with me, where a man 
pretends to be a downright country oaf, in order to 
rule a wife and have a wife. 

Maria. 

Very well — what then ? — what then ?— Oh ! I 
have it ; I underftand you ; fay no more 5 'tis 
charming ; I like it of all things ; Til do it, I will ; 
and I will fo plague him, that he fhan't know what 
to make of me. He fhall be a very toad-eater to 
me; the four, the fweet, the bitter, he Ihall fwallow 
all, and all fhall work upon him alike for my diver- 
fion. Say nothing of it : it's all among ourfclves ; 
but I won't be cruel. I hate ill-nature, and then 
who knows but I may take a fancy to him ? 

Beauport. 
Why will you alarm me thus ? 

Maria. 

Oh ! now you are beginning again. 

[Sings^ Voi Amanti, &c. and Exit. 

^ Beau- 



530 THE CITIZEN: 

Beaufort. 

*Sdeath, Wilding, I Ihall never be your brother- 
in-law at this rate. 

Wilding. 

Pfliaw, follow me -, don't be apprehenfive. I'll 
give her further inftruftions, ana fhe will execute 
them I warrant you. The old fellow's daughter 
Ihall be mine, and the fon may go Ihift for himfelf 
clfewhere. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Old Philpot's House. 

En^er Old Philpot, Dapper, and Quilldrive. 

Old Philpot. 

Quilldrive, have tli^ofe dollars been fent to the 
Bank, as I ordered ? 

Quilldrive, 
They have. Sin 

Old Philpot. 

Very well ! — Mr. Dapper, I am not fond of writ- 
ing any thing of late -, but at your.requoft^ 

Dapper, 
You know I would not offer you a bad policy. 

Old Philpot. ^ 

I believe it. Well, ftep with me to my clofet, 
and I will look at your policy. How much do you 
want upon it ? 

Dap- 
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DAPPERi 

Three thoufand ; you had better take that fum 9 
there are very good names upon it. 

Old Philpot. 

Well, well, ftep with me, and I'll talk to you. 
Quildrive, run with thofe bills for acceptance* This 
way, Mr. Dapper^ this way. \Exeunt. 

QuiLLDRIVE foluS. 
QuiLLDRIVE, 

A miferly old curmudgeon ! digging, digging 
money out of the very hearts of mankind ; conftant- 
ly fcraping together, and yet trembling with anxiety 
for fear of coming to want. A canting old hypo- 
. crite ! and yet under his veil of fanftity, he has a li- 
quorifh tooth left j running to the other end of the 
town flily every evening, and there he has his foli- 
tary pleafures in holes and corners. 

George peeping in. 

George Philpot. 
Hift,^hift!--Quilldrive! 

QuiLLDRIVE. 

Ha, Mafter George ! 

George. 
Is Square-toes at home ?- 

QuiLLDRIVE. 



He is. 



George. 
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♦ 

George. 
Has he afked for me ? 

QuiLLDRIVE. 

He has, 

George* " (walks in on tip-toe) 
Does he know i did not lie at home ? 

QuiLLDRIVE. 

No ; I funk that upon him. 

George. 

Well done ; V\\ give you a choice gelding to carry 
you to Dulwich of a Sunday. Damnation ! up aU 
night; ftripped of nine hundred pounds ; pretty 
well for one night ! — Picqued, repicqued, flamm'd, 
^and capotted every deal ! — Old Dry-beard jttiall pay 
all. Is forty-feven good ? No — Fifty good ? No ! 
no, no, no— to the end of the chapter — Cruel iuckf 
Damn me, its life tho' — this is life — 'fdeath ! I hear 
him coming (runs off and peeps) — no, all's fafe — I 
muft not be caught in thcfe cloaths, Quilldrive. 

Quri^LDRIVE. 

How come you did not leave them at Madam 
Corinna's, as you generally do ? 

George. 

I was afraid of being too late for old Square-toes, 
and fo I whipt into a hackney-coach, and "drove with 
the windows up, as if I was afraid of a bum-bailey. 
—-Pretty cloaths, an't they ? 

QuiL- 
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Qu^LLDRIV£. 



Ah ! Sir~ 



George. 

Reach me one of my mechanic city frocks. No 
— ftay — it's ift the next rpom^ an't it ?, 

^ QuiLLDRIVE. 

Yes, Sir, 

George. 
I'll run and flip it on in a twinkle* [£;e//, 

QUILLDRIVB Joins. 
QuiLLDRIVE^ 

Mercy on us ! what a life does he lead ? Old 
Cojer within here will fcrape together for him, and 
the moment young mafter comes to pofleflion, " 111 
" got, ill gone," I warrant me* A hard card I have 
to play between *em both : drudging for the old 
man, and pimping for the young one. The father 
IS a refervoir rf riches, and the.fon a fountain to play 
' it all away in vanity, vice, and folly. 

Re-enter George. 

George. 

Now Fm equipp'd for the city. Damn the city : 
1 wifli the PapUhcs would fet fire to it again. I hate 
to be beating the hoof here among them. Here 
comes father — no 5 — it's Dapper— -Quildrive, I'll 

give you the gelding. 

' ' ' , 

Vol. n. H h QaiL- 
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QUILLDRIVE. 

Thank you, Sir. {Exif^ 

Enter Dapper. 

Dapper. 
Why you look like a devil, George. 

George. , 

Yes, I have been up all night ; loft all my money^ 
and I am afraid I muft fmaih for it. 

ft 

. Dapper. 

Smafli for it ! What have I let you into the fe- 
cret for ? Have not I advifed you trade upon your 
own account ? and you feel the iweets of it. How 
much do you owe in the city ? 

George. 
At leaft twenty thoufarid. 

Dapper. 

Poh, that*s nothing ! Bring it up to fifty or fixty 
thoufand, and then give 'em a good blow up at once. 
I have enfurcd the ftiip for you. . 

« 

George. 
Have you ? 

Dapper. 

The policy's full ; I have juft touched your father 
for the lail three thoufand. 

George. 
Excellent ! Are the goods rc-landed ? 

Dap- 
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Dapper. 

Every bale. I have had them up to town, and 
ibid them all to a packer for you. 

George. 

Bravo ! — and the Ihip is loaded with lubbilh, I 
fuppofe. 

Dapper. 
Yes ; and is now proceeding on her voyage. 

George. 

And to-morrow, or next day, we fhall hear of her 
being loft on the Goodwin Sands, or funk between 
the Needles. 

Dapper. 
Certainly. 

George. 

Admirable ! and then wc fhall come upon the 
Underwriters. 

Dapper. 

Direaiy. 

George. 

My dear Dapper ! (embraces him) 

Dapper. 

Yes J I do a dozen every year. How do you 
think I can live as I do, otherwife ? 

George. 

i Very true j fhall you be at the club after 'Change ? 

H h 2 Dap- 
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' Dapper. 



T|(ithout fail. 



George. 

That Vright ; it will be a full meeting : we ftall 
have Nat Pig-tail, the dry-falter, there; and Bob 
Reptile, the 'Change-broker -, and Soberfides, the 
banker. We fhall all be there. We (hall have deep 
doings. 

Dapper. 

Yes, yes ; well, a good morning j I mull go now, 
and fill up a policy for a fhip that has been loft 
thefe three days. 

George. 
My dear Dapper, thou art the belt of friends. 

Dapper. 

Ay, ril ftand by you. It will be .time enoi^h 
for you to break, when you fee your father near nis 
cndi then give *em a tumble ; put yourfdf at the 
head of his fortune, and begin the world again-— 
Good morning. lExit. 

George, /olus. 

Dapper, adieu— Who now in my fituation would 
envy any of your great folks at the court-end ! A 
Lord has nothing to depend upon but his eftate: 
he can't fpend you a hundred thoufand pounds of 
other people's money. No — no. I had rather be 
a little bob-wig citizen, in good credit, than a com- 
miflioner of the cuftoms. Commiffioner ! The 
King has not fo good a thing in his gift, as a com- 
miflion of bankruptcy. Don't we fee them all with 

their 
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their country feats at Hogfden, and Kentilh-town, 
and Newington-butts, and Jllington ; with their 
flying Mercuries tipt on the top ^ tkt houfc, dicir 
ApoUos, their Venus's and their leaden Hercules's 
in the garden; and themfelx^es fitting before the 
door, with pipes in their mouths, waiting for a good 
digeftipn ? Wounds ! here comes old Muckworm I 
Now for a few dry maxims of left-handed wifiiom, 
to prove myfelf a fcoundrel in fentiment, and pafs in 
his eyes for a hopeful young man likely.^ do well 
in the world. 

» 

Enter Ohb Philpot. 

Old Philpot, 
Twelve times twelve is a hundred and forty-four. 

George. 

I'll attack him in his own way — Commiflion at 
two and a half per cent— - 

Old Philpot. 

There he is, intent upon bufinefs ! What, plod- 
ding, George ? 

George. 
Thinking a little of the main chance. Sir, 

Old Philpot. 
That's right ; it is a wide world, George, 

George- 

Yes, Sir, but you inftrudted me early in the rudi- 
ments of trade. 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay ! I inftiUed good principles into thee. 

George. 

So you djj^ Sir. Principal and ihterefl is all I 
I ever heard from him. (qfiJe) I Ihall never for- 
get the (lory you recommended to my earliefl: no- 
tice. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 

What was that, George? It is quite out of my 
head. 

George. 

It item'd how Mr, Thomas Inkle, of Londom 
merchant, was caft away, and was afterwards pro- 
tefted by a young lady, who grew in love with him, 
and how he afterwards bargained with a planter to 
fell her for a flave. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay, (laughs) I recoiled it now. 

George. 

And when Ihe pleaded being with child by him, 
he was no otherwife moved than to raife his price, 
and make her turn to better account. 

Old Philpot. (iurjis into a laugh) 

I remember it. Ha, ha ! — there was the very 
Ipirit of trade ! ay — ay— ha, ha ! 

George. 
There was calculation for you — 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George* 

The Rule of Three — If one gives me fo much} 
what will two give me ? 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. (Jaugbs) 

George. 
That was a hit^ Sin 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George. « • 

That was having his wits about him. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay ! It is a lefTon for all young men. It was 
a hit indeed, ha ! ha ! {iotb laugh) 

George. 
What an old negro it is. (ajtde)^ 

Old Philpot. 
Thou art a fon after my own heart, George. 

George. 

Trade muft be minded. A penny faved,is a 
pepny got. 

Olb 
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Oej> Philpot. 

Ay, ay ! (Jbakes his heady and looks cunnini^ . 

George. 

He that hath, money in his purfe, won't want a 
head on his fhoulders. 

Qij^ Philfot, 
Ay, ay. 

Georce. 

Rome was not built in a day.\ FoTtnnes are made 
by degrees. Pains to get, care to keep, and fear to 
lofe. 

• 

Old Philpot* 
Ay, ay. 

George. 
Ht that lies in bed, his eftate feels it. 

Olx> Philpot, 
Ay, ay^ the good boy. 

Geqrgz. 

The old Curmudgeon! (aftde) think nothing 
mean that brings in an honeft penny. 

Old Philpot. 
The good boy ! George, I have great hopes .oi 



thee. 



George. 



« 

Thanks to your example i you have taught me to 

be 
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be cautious in this wide world. Love your neigh- 
bour^ but don*t pull down your hedge. 

Old PttiLPOTt 

I profefs it is a wife faying — I never heard it 
before ; it is a wife faying ; and fhews how cautious 
wc fliould be of too much confidence in friendihip, 

. George. 
Very true. 

Old Philpot. 
Friendfhip has nothing to do with trade. 

George. 
No — It only draws a man in to lend money. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George. 

There was your neighbour's fon, Dick Worthy, 
who was always cramming his head with Greek and 
Latin at fchool j he wanted to borrow of me the 
other day, but I was too cunning. 

Old Philppt. 

Ay, ay— let him draw bills of exchange in Greek 
and Latin, and fee. where he will get a pbund fter- 
ling for them. 

George. 

• 

So I told him. I went to his garret in the Mino- 

ries ; and there I found him in all his mifery ! and a 

fine fcene it was. There was his wife in a corner of 

Vol, II. I i the 
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the room, at a wafhing-tub, up to the elbows in 
fuds ; a folitary pork-ftake was dangling by a bit of 
pack-thread, before a melancholy fire; himfelf 
feated at a three -legged table, writing a pamphlet a- 
gainft the German war ; a child upon his left knee, 
his right leg employed in rocking a cradle with a 
brattling in it. And fo there was bufinefs enough 
for them all. His wife rubbing away, (mimicks a 
wajherwoman) and he writing on, '' The King of 
*^ Pruflia fhall have no more fuljfidies ; Saxony fhall 
'' be indemnified — He fhan't have a foot in Silefia." 
There's a fweet little baby ! {to the child on his 
knee) then he rock'd the cradle, hulh ho ! hulh ho ! 
— then twifted the griflkin, (/naps his fingers) hufli 
ho ! " The Ruffians fhall have Pruffia." (writes) 
Hulh ho ! hufh ho ! -— round goes the griflcin 
again, (/naps his finger — writes) — and fo you have 
a picture of the whole family. 

Old Philpot. 

Ha ! ha ! what becomes of his Greek and Latin 
now ? Fine words butter no parfnips. He had no 
money from you, I fuppofe, George ? 

George. 
Oh ! no i charity begins at home, fays I. 

Old Philpot. 

And it was wifely faid, I have an excellent fay- 
ing when any man wants to borrow of me. I am 
ready with my joke—*' A fool and his money arc 
" foon parted"— ha, ha, ha! 

George. 
Ha, ha ! A wittier faying there never was. 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 

No ; that's the truth of wit. A fool and his 
money are foon parted — ha^ ha, ha ! 

George. 

Now if I can wring a handfome fum out of him, 
it will prove the truth of what he fays, {afide) And 
yet trade has its inconveniencies. Great houfes 
flopping payment ! 

Old Philpot. 

Hey-— what! you look chagrin'd ! — Nothing of 
that fort has happened to thee, I hope ? 

George. 

A great houfe at Cadiz — Don John de Alvarada 
— The Spanifli Galleons not making quick returns 
— and fo my bills are come back. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay \ — (Jhakes his head) 

George. ^ 

1 have indeed a remittance from Meflina. That 
voyage yields thirty per cent, profit : but this blow 
coming upon me — 

Old Philpot. 
Why this is unlucky : how much money ? 

George. 
Three and twenty hundred. 

Old Philpot. 

George, too many eggs in one balkct. I tell thee, 

I i 2 George, 
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George, I expcft Sir Jalper Wilding here prefently 
to conclude the treaty of marriage I have on foot for 
thee : hufli this up, fajr nothing of it, and in a day 
or two you nniay pay thefe bills with his daughter's 
portion. 

George. 

The old rogue ! {afide) That will never do, 1 
fliall be blown upon *Change : Alvarada will pay in 
time : he has opened his affairs \ he appears a good 
man* 

m 

Old Philpot. 
Does he ? 

GeorgSe. 

A great fortune left ; will begin to pay in fa 
monhts 5 but I mull crack before that. 

Old Philpot. 
It is unlucky! A gopd man you fay he is? 

George. 
Nobody better. 

Old Philpot. 
Let me fee : fuppofe I lend this money* 

George. 
Ah, Sift 

Old Philpot. 
How much is your reniittancc from Mcifina ? 
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George, 
Seven hundred and fifty* 

Old Philpot. 
Then you want fifteen hundred and fifty* 

George* 
Exaftly* 

Old Philpot. 
Don Alvarada is a good man you fay ? 

George. 
Perfedly good. 

Old Philpot. 

I will venture to lend the money. You muft al- 
low me commiflion upon thofe bills for taking them 
up for honour of the drawer. 

^ George. 

Agreed, 

Old Philpot. 
Lawful intereft, while I am out of my money, 

George, 
I fubfcribe* 

Old Philpot. ' 

A power of attorney to receive the money froin 
Alvarada, when he makes a payment. 

Phil- 
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Philpot. 
You fliall have it. 

Old Philpot. 
Your own bond. 

' George, 
To be fure. 

r 

Old Philpot. 

Go and get me a check. You Ihall have a 
draught on the bank. 

George. 
Yes, Sir. (z^ing) 

Old Philpot. 

But flay. I had forgot : I mufl fell out for this. 
Stocks are under par. You muft pay the diffe- 
rence. 



George. 
Was ever fuch a leech ! (afide) By all means, 



Sir. 



.., Old Philpot. 
Step and get me a check. 

George. 
A fool and his money are foon parted, {afide) 

[ExiL 

Old Philpot, /olus. 

What with commiffion, lawful intereft, and his 

pay. 



^ 
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paying the difference of the ftocks, which are higher 
now than when I bought in, this will be no bad 
morning's work ; and then in the evening, I fhall be 
in the rareft fpirits for this new adventure I am re- 
recommended to. Let me fee what is the lady's 
name, (takes a letter out) Corinna! Ay, ay, by 
the defcription (he is a bale of goods. I fhall be in 
rare Ipirits. Ay, this is the way, to indulge one's 
paflions and yet conceal them, and to mind one's 
bufinefs in the city, as if one had no paflions at all. 
I long for the evening methinks. Body o'me — I 
am a young man ftill. 

Enter Quilldrive. 

QuiLLDRIVE, 

Sir Jafper Wilding, Sir, and his daughter. 

Old Philpot. 
I am at home. 

' Enter Sir Jasper and Maria, 
(Sir Jasper drejfed as a fox-hunter^ and Jinging) 

Old Philpot. 
Sir Jafper, your very humble fervant. ' 

Sir Jasper. 
Matter Philpot, I be glad to zee ye, I be indeed. 

Old Philpot. 

The like compliment to yqu. Sir Jafper. Mifs 
Maria, I kifs your fair hand. 



, Maria, 
Sir, your moft obedient. 



Sir 



. I 
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Sir Jasper. 

Ay, ay, I ha brought un to zee you. There's my 
girl : I ben'c aihamed of my girl. 

Maria. 

That^s more than I can fay of my father. Luckily ! 
thefe people are as much ftrangers to decorum as 

my old gentleman, otherwife this vifit from a lady j 

to meet her lover would have an odd appearance. \ 

Though fo lately a boarding-fchool girl, 1 know e- ! 
nough of the world for that, (ajide) 

Old Philpot. 

T^ly fhe is a blooming young lady. Sir Jafpcr, \ 
and I verily fhall like to take an intereft in her. 

Sir Jasper. 

I ha brought her to zee ye, and zo your zon may 
ha' her a& foon as he will. 

Old Philpot. 



Why fhe looks three and a half per cent, better 
than when I faw her laft. 

Maria. 

Then there is hopes that in a little time I fliall-be 
above par. He rates me like a lottery-ticket. 

{J/tde) 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay, I like her. Sir Jafper: Mifs has the 
appearance of a very fenfible, difcreet young lady; 
and to deal freely, without that, fhe would not do for ' 
my fon. George is a fhrewd one ; I have often heard 
him declare, no confideration fhould ever prevail on 
him to marry a fool. 

Maria. 



COMEDY. 



M9 



Maria. 

Ay, you have told me fo before, old gemleman, 
but I have my cue from my brother ; and if I don't 
foon give Matter George a furfeit of me, why then 
I am not a notable girl, (afidt) 

Enter Georgb. 

Gborge. 

A good clever old cuff this ; after my own heart. 
I think I'll have his daughter, if it is only for the 
pkafure of hunting with him. 

Sir Jasper. 

Zon-in-law, gee us your hand. What zay you ? 
Are you ready for my girl ? 

George. 

« 

Say grace as foon as you will. Sir, FU fall to. 

Sir Jasper. 

Well zaid. I like you. 1 like un Matter Phil- 
pot. rU tell you what, let un talk to her now. 

Old Philpot. 

And fo he fhall. George, fhe is a bale of goods i 
fpeak her fair now, and then you'll be in cafli. {afide) 

George. 

I think I had rather not fpeak to her now. I hate 
fpeaking to your modett women. Sir,---Sir, a word 
in your ear ; had not I better break my mind, by 
advertifing for her in a newfpaper ? 

Vol. II. K k Old 
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Old Philpot. 

Talk fenfe to her, George; flie is a notable girK 
ril give you a draft upon xj;ic bank prefently. 

Sir Jasper. 

Come alongx Mailer Philpot^ come along; I 
ben't afraid of my girl : come along. 

lExeunt Sir Jafper and Old Philpot. 

Maria* 

A pretty fort of a lover they have found for mc. 

(a/ide) 

George. 

How fliall 1 fpeak my mind to her ? She is al- 
moft a flranger to me. {ajide) 

Maria. 

Now PU make the hideous thing hate me if I can, 

{afidc) 

George. 

Ay^ flie is as fharp as a needle^ I warrant her. 

{ajide) 

Maria. 

Whenjrih he begin? — Ah, you fright! You 
rival JVfr. Beaufort ! PU give him an averfion to me; 
that's what I will ; and lo let him have the trouble 
of breaking ofF the match himfelf : not a word yet? 
He is in fine confufion. {lo$ks fooli/h) I think 1 j 
may as well fit down^ Sir, 

George. 

Ma'am— I— I— I— (/n;fir/^i)™ril hand you a 
chair, Ma'am**-thcre^ Ma'am, {bows awkwardfy) 

Maru. 
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Maria. 
Many thanks to you^ Sir. 

. Georoe. 
rU fit down too. (in con/ufion) 



Maria. 



Heigho! 



Ma'am ! 



Georcs. 



Maria* 



Sirf 



George. 



I thought---! — I — 4id not you fay fomethingj 
Ma'am ? 

Maria* 
No, Sin nothing. 

George. 
I beg your pardon. Ma'am. 

Maria. 
Oh ! you are a fweet creature, (afide) 

. George. 

The ice is broke nowi I have begun, and fo VH 
go pn. 

(^ts plenty looks foolijhy and fteals a look at her) 

K k 2 Maria. 
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Maria* 
An agreeable interview this ! 

GEORGE. 

Pray, Ma^am, do you ever go to concepts ? 

Maria* 
Concerts ! what's that. Sir ? 

Gborck, 
A mufic meeting. 

MariiA^ 

I have been at a quaker's meeting, but nev^rata 
mufick meeting. 

George. 

» • » • 

• Lord, Ma'am, all the gay world goes to cpiicprts. 
She notable ! I'll take courage, flie's nobody. Will 
you give me leave to prefent you ,a ticket for the 
Crown and Anchor, Ma*am ? 

Mar I a . (looking fimple and awkward') 
A ticket ! what's a ticket ? 

r 

Georqe, 
There, Ma'am,j^ at ybur fervice. 

Maria, {curtfys awkwardly) 

^ I long to fee wh^t a ticket is. 

- . ^ • . . — 

.George. 

What a curtfy there is for the St. James's end of 

the 
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the town ! I hate her j fhe feems to be an 
ideot. (afide) 



Maria. 



■»> 



Here's a charming ticket he has given me. (afide) 
And is this a ticket. Sir ? 

George. 

YeSj Ma'am— -Ajid is this^a ticket. Sir ? 

(mimicks her qfide) 

Maria, {reads) 

« f' 

For fale by the candle, the following goods- - 
thirty chefts ftraw hats j fifty tubs chip hats ;. pepper, 
fego, borax — ha — ha \ fuch a ticket ! . . ^ 



f « 



George, 

I — I — I have nnade a miftake Ma'am*. Here, 
here is the right one. - * 

Maria. 

You need not mind it. Sir t I never go to fuch 
places. 

George. 

No, Ma'am ? I don't know what to make of her. 
Was you ever at the White-Conduit houfe ? 

Maria. 

There's a queftion ! {afide) Is that a nobleman's 
feat ? 

George, (laughs) 

Simpleton !— No Mils— -it is not a nobleman's 
feat — Lord ! it's at Iflington. 

V 

Maria. 
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Maria. 
Lord Iflington !»»»I don't know he. 

Georgb* 
Tlie town of Iflington. 

Maria. 
I have not the honour of knowing his Lordfhip. 

George. 

Iflington is a town^ Ma'am* 

Maria* 
Oh ! it's a town ? 






G£ORGE# 

Yes, Ma'am* 

Maria* 
I am glad of it. {laughs) 

George^ 
What is flie glad of? 

Maria« 

A pretty huft^and my papa has chofe for me. 

(afiJe) 

George. 

What ihall I fay to her next ? Have you been at 
the burletta. Ma'am ? 

Maria. 

Where J 

Gfi0R6E« 



■v 



• 



•s 
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George. 
The burletta ? 

Maria. 

« 

Sir, I would have you to know that I am no fuch 
a perfon. I go to burlettas ! I am not what you 
take me for. 

Gst>RO£« 

Ma*am ? 

Maria. 

Tm come of good people. Sir ; and hare been 
properly educated as a young girl ought to be« 

GSORGE, 

What a damn'd fool Ihc is. (rftde) — The bur- 
letta is an opera. Ma'am. 

Maria. 

Opera, Sir I I don't know what you mean by 
this ufage ; to a£front me in this manner ! 

George. 

Affront! I mean quite the reverfe, Ma'am; I took 
you for a connoilTeur. . 

r 

Maria* 

Who me a connoiffeur. Sir ! I delire you won't 
call me names \ I'm fure I never fo much as thought 
of fuch a thing. Sir, I won't be called a connoifleur 
*— I won't— ^I won't— -I won't. 

(burfis out a cfyfni) 

QfiOROH. 
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* 

.George. 

Ma*am, I meant no ofFeiicc. A connoiffcur is a 
virtuofo. 

Maria. 

Don't virtuofo .me ! I am no virtuofo, Sir, I 
'would have you to know it. I am as virtuous a giii 
as any in England^ and 1 never will be a virtuofo. 

(cries biherlj) 

George. 
But, Ma'am, you miftakc me quite. 

Maria. 

{In a fajftofiy choaking her tears and Jobbing 

Sir, I am come of as virtuous people as any in 
England. My family was always remarkable for 
virtue. My mamma {burfis out) was as good a wo- 
man as ever was born, and my aunt Bridget {fobbing 
was a virtuous woman too j and there's my fifterSo- 
phy makes as good and virtuous wife as any at all. 
And fo. Sir, don't call me a virtuofo. I won't be 
brought here to be trejited in this manner, I won't— 
I won't-— I won't, {cries bitterly) 

George. 

The girl's a natural. So much the better. HI 
marry her, and lock her up. Ma'am, upon my word 
you mifunderftand me. 

Maria. 

Sir, (drying Jb^ tears) I won't be called connoiffcur 
by you nor any body. I am no virtuofo, and I'd have 
vou to know it. 

Georcb. 
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George^ ; 

Ma'am, connoifleur and virtuofo are wcJrds for a 
pcrfon of tafte 

r 

Maria. 
Tafte! (fotking) ' . 

George. 
Yes, Ma'am. -" ■ 

Maria. 

And did you mean to fay as how I am a perfon of 
tirile? " 

George, 
Undoubtedly. 

Maria. 

Sir, your'moft obedient Humble fervant; Oh! 
^t*s. another thing. I have a tafte to be fure. ^ . 

m 

George. 

I know you have. Ma'am.- O you're* a curfed 
ninny, {afide.) 

Maria. 

Yes, I know • I have. I can read tolerably ; 
and I begin to write a little. 

George. * 

Upon my word, you have made a great progrefs ; 

What could old Square-Toes mean by pafling her 

. tipon me for a fenfible girl ? And what a fool I was 

to be afraid to fpeak to her ? V\\ talk to her openly 

Vob.'II. LI at 
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at once. Come fit down, Mifs. Pray arc you in- 
clined to matrimony? 

' Maria. 
Yes, Sir. (fmling) 

George. 

Arc you in love ? 

* 
Maria. 

Ik 

Yes, Sir. 

George. 
Your naturals arc always amorous, (afije) Hour: 
ftiould you like me ? 

Maria. 
Of aU things, (/miling at him) 

George. 

A girl without ceremony, {fifide) Do you love^ 
me? 

MARIAf 

Yes, Sir. 

George. 
But you don't love any body elfc ? 

Maria. 
Yes, Sir. (Jmilingat him) 

George. 
Frank and free, (aftde) But not fo well as me? 

Maria. 
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Maria. 
• Yes,, Sir. 

Georce, 
Better may hap ? 

/ • 

Maria, 
Yes, Sir. 

George. 

The devil you do ! (aj^d^) And, perhaps, if 1 
fliould marry you, I fhould have a chance to hi 
made a — 

Maria^ 
[ Yes, Sir. {lo(^h at him and laughs) \ 

Geqrge. 

- The cafe is clear i Mifs Maria, your very humble 
jfervant i you arc not for ray money I promifc you. ' 

Maria. 
Sir. 

# 

George. 

I have done. Ma'am, that's all, and I take my 
leave, 

' " • • 

Maria. 
But you'll marry me ? 

Gjsorgi. 

No, Ma'am, no ; no fuch thing. You may pro-r 
iride yourfelf si hulband elfe where, I am your humble 
fcrvant. 

Lis Makim^ 
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Maria. 

Not marry me, Mr. Philpot ? But yoW muft: mf 
papa faid you muft j and I will have you. 

George. 

There*s another proof of her nonfenfe. (qftde) 
Make yourfclf cafy, fei* I fliall have nothing to do . 
with you. 

• Maria. 

Not marry me, Mr. Philpot ? (turjls out in tears) 
but I fay you fhall, and I will have a hufband, or FU 
know the reafon why* You fhall, you fhall — 

GioRci. 
A pretty for( of wife they intend for me hisrc ! 

. Maria« 

• I winder you an't afhamed of yourfelf to affront a 
young girl in this manner. Til go^and tell my papa 
— I will — I will — I will, (crying bitterly) 

m 

George. 

And fo you may. I have no more to fay to you; 
and fo your fervant, Mifs $ your fcrvant. - 

Maria. 

A vile barbarous man ! (m>j very bitterly) Ay ! 
and, by golcs ! my brother Bob fhall fight you. 

George. 
What care I for yoxxr brother Bob I {going) 
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Maria. 

How caa yen be focrael^ Mr. Philpot ? How can 
yovL—0\i-'-{criesandftruggles with him. Exit George) 
(Jfurfts into a laugh) I have carried my brother's fcheme 
into execution.charmingly. Ho! ho! he will break 
oiF the 'match now of his own accotd — Ha ! ha ! 
this is charming; this is fine; this is like a girl of 
Ipint. 



M»d of the FIRST ACT. 



ACT 



c i 
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Enter Corinna, Tom following her* 

CORINNA. 

An Cdcr., genUc^nan did you f.,> ' 

I 

Tom. 

Yes; that fays he has got a letter for you. 
Ma'am. 

CORINNA. 

Defire the gentleman to walk up ftau;s. [Exit 
Tom.] Thefe old fellows will be coming after a 
body. But they pay well, and fo— -Servant, Sir. 

Enter Old Philpot. 

Old Philpot. 

Fair lady, your verjn humble fervant. Truly! 
blooming young girl ! Madam, I have a letter here 
for you from Bob Poacher, whom, I prefiime, you 
know. 

CORINNA. 

Yes, Sir, I know Bob Poacher. He is a very good 
^iend of mine ; {reads to herjelf) he fpeaks fo hand- 
fomely of you. Sir, and fays you are fo much di the 
eentkman, that, to be iure> Sir, I ihall endeavour to 
be agreeable. 

Old 
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I 

' Old Philpot, 

Really, you are very agreeable. You fee 1 am 
punftual to my hour, {looks at bis watchy 

CORINNA. 

That is a mighty pretty watch. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 

Tes, Madam, it is a repeater ; it has been in our 
family for a long time. This is a mighty pretty 
lodging. I have twenty guineas here in a purfe, here 
they are ; (turns them out upon the table) as pretty 
golden rogues ^ ever fair fingers played with. 

CORINNA. 

I am Always agreejible to any thing from a gentle^ 

XtiZSU 

Old Philpot. 

There are {afide) fome light guineas among them, 
I always put off my light guineas in this way. You 
are exceedingly welcome. Madam. Your fair hand 
looks fo tempting, I muft kifs it. Oh ! I could eat 
it up. Fair lady, your lips look fo cherry, they ac- 
tually invite the touch ; (kijes) really it makes the 
difference of cent, per cent, in one's conftitution. 
You have really a mighty pretty foot. Oh, you little 
rogue ! I could fmother you with kiffes# You little 
delicate^ charming — {kij/es her) 

George within^ 

George, 
Gee-houp ! — Awhi ! — Awhi ! Gallows ! Awhi ! 

Old 
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Old Phil pot* 
Hey — what is all that? Somebody coming f 

CORINNA. 

Some young rake, I fancy, coming in whether my 
fervants will or'no. 

Old Philpot. . 

What Ihall I do ? I would not be feen for the 
world. Can't you hide me in that room. ? 

CORINNA. 

Dear heart ! no. Sir : thefe wild young fellows' 
take fuch liberties. He may take it into his head to 
go in there, and then you will be detedlcd. Get 
under the table : he fhan't remain long,* whoever he 
-is. Here^ here. Sir, get under here. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay^ ay; that will do. Don't let him ftay long' 
Give me another bufs. Wounds ! I could — 

CORINNA. 

Hufh ! Make hafte. 

Old Philpot. 

• Ay, ay ; I will, fair lady^ (creeps under the taik 
md peeps out) Don't let him ftay long. 

CORINNA. 

Hufh ! filencc ! you will ruin all elfe* 

» ♦ • t • ' * 

Georci. 
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' EMtr GsoKOB, drejed etit. 

George. 

Sharper do your work — Awhi I Awhi ! So my 
girlj howdoftdo? 

CORINNA. 

I did not expedl to fee you fo ibon. I thought 
you was to be at the club. The fervants told m^ 
you came back from the city at two o'clock to drefs, 
and fo I concluded you would have (laid all night 
asufual. 

George. 

No ; the run was againft me again, and I did not 
care to purfue iU-fortune. But I am ftrong in ca(hj 
my girl. 

CORINK'A. 

Are you ? 

George. 
Yes, yes , cafli in plenty. 

Old Philpot. (peeping) 

Ah the ungracious ! Thefe are your haunts, arc 
they? 

George. 

Yes, yesj I am ftrong in cafli. I have taken in 
old curmudgeon fince I law you. . 

C0RIN>fAi 

, As how, pray ? 
Vol. IL M m Old 
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Oi^D Philpot. (peeping otet) 
Ay, as how i let us hear, pray* 

George, 

Why, I'll tell you. 

OLd Philpot. (peepwg) 
Ay ! let us hear* 

George. 
1 talked a world of wifdom to hint. 

Old Philpot. 

• •' « 

Ayl 

George. 

Tipt him a few rafcally fentimcnts of a Icoun- 
drcUy kind of prudence. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay! 

George. 

The old curmudgeon chuckled at it, 

OLb Philpot. 
Ay, ay 5 the old curmudgeon ! ay, ay. 







George. 


He 


is a fad old fellow ! 






Old PrtiLPOt* 


Ay! 


goon» 








k • 



GSORCE. 



' 
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George. 

And fo I appeared to him as deierving of the gal- 
lows as he is himfelf. 

Old Philpot., * 
Well faid boy, well faid ; go on. 

George. 

And then he took a liking to me* Ay, ay, fays 
he, ay, friendfliip has nothing to do with trade. 
George, thou art a fon after my own heart; and then 
«5 1 dealt out little maxims of penury, he grinn'd 
like a Jew broker, when he has cheated his principal 
of an eighth per cent. Ay, ay, that is the very fpi- 
rit of trade. A fool and his money are foon parted. 
{pimkking him) And fo, on he went, like Harlequin 
in a French comedy, tickling himfclf into a good 
humour, till, at laft, I tickled him out of fifteen 
hundred and odd pounds. 

Old Philpot. 

I have a mind to rife and break his bones. But 
then I difcover myfclf. Lie ftill, Ifaac, lie ftill. 

George. 

I undcrftand trap. I talked of a great houfe flop- 
ping payment. The thing was true enough, but I 
had no dealing with them. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George, 

And fo, for feajr of breaking off a niatch with'^n 

M m ^ ideot 
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idcot he wants me to marry, he lent mc the money, 
and cheated mc into the bargain. 

Old Philpot. 

m - 

Ay, you have found it out ; . have ye ? 

George. 

No old ufurer in England, grown hard-hearted in 
his trade, could have dealt worfe with me. I muft 
have commif&on upon thefe bills for taking them up 
for honour of the drawer j your bond j lawful inte- 
reft, while I am out of my money j and the difference 
for felling out of the ftocks. An old miferly g<)od 
for nothing Ikin-flint. 

Old Philpot. 

My blood boils to be at him. Go on^ can you 
tell us a little more ? 

George. 

Po ! he is an old worthlefs mifer, and fo I will 
talk no more about him. Come give me a kifs. 

ifbty kifs) 

Old Philpot. 
The young dog, how he faftens his lips to her ! 

Georoe.^ > 
You (hall go with me to Epfom next Sunday. 

CORINNA. 

Shall I ? That's charming. 

George. 
You fliall : in my chariot i I drive. 
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CORINNA. 

But I don't like to lee you drive, 

George. * 

But I like it. i am as good a coachman as any 
in England. There was my lord — What d'ye call 
him — He kept a ftage-coach for his own dbrivii^ 
Imt^ Lord ! he was nothing to mc. 

No! 

Georgi. 

Oh ! no ; I know my road-work, my girl, when 
I have my coachinan's hat on — Is my hat come 
home? 

<• 

CORINNA. 

It hangs up yonder ! but I don't like it. 

George. 

Let me fee it. Ay ! the very thing. Mind m^ 
when I go to work : throw my eyes about a few ; 
handle the braces j take the ofF-leader by the jaw j 
here you, how have you curbed this horfe up ? Let 
him out a link, do you blood of a — whoo ehl-— 
Jewels — Buttonl — whoo eh ! Come here, you Sir, 
how have you coupled Gallows ? You know he'll 
take the bar of Sharper. Take him in two holts, 
do. There's fojur pretty little knots as any in Eng* 
land— -Whoo eh ! 

. CORINNA. 

But can't you let yOur coachman drive ? 

George* 
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George, 

No, no ; fee me mount the box, handle the reins, . 
my wrift turned down, fquare niy elbows, ftamp 
with my foot — Gee up ! off we go. Button, do 
you want to have us over ! Do your work do — 
Awhi ! awhi ! — There we bowl away j ice how 
jharp they are — Gallows ! — fofty up hill ! (whifiles) 
there's a public-houfe. Give *em a mouthful df 
water, do j and fetch me a dram — drink it ofF™Gee 
up !' awhi ! awhi ! — There we go fcrambling alto- 
gether : reach Epfom in an hour and forty-three mi- 
nutes, all Lombard-ftreet to an cgg-fhe!l, we do. 
There's your work my girl I—Eh ! damn me. 

.Old Philpot, 

Mercy on me ! What a profligate debauched 
young dog it is. 

En^er Young Wilding, ; 

Wilding. 
Ha 1 my little Corinoa — Sir, your fcrvant, 

George* 

Your fervant. Sir. 

Wilding. '! 

I 

Sir, your fervant. 

m 

George. 
Any commands for me. Sir? 



Wilding, 
For you> Sir? 



Georgz* 



I 

\ 
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Gj^orge. 
Yes, for me. Sir ? 

Wilding. 
No, Sir, I have no commands for you. 

George. 
What's your bufinefs ? 

WitDING. 

Bufinefs ! 

George. 
Ay, bufinefs. 

Wilding. 

Why, very good bufinefs I think — My little Co- 
rinna — My life— My angel ! 

George. 

Is that your bufinefs ?- -Pray, Sir, not fo free, if 
you pleafe. 

Wilding. 
Not fo free ! 

George. 
No, Sir ! that lady belongs to me. 

Wilding. 
To you? 



George. 
Y^s, to me. 



Wild- 



«7» THE CITIZEN: ' 

Wilding. 
Who arc you ? 

George. 
As good a man as you. 

WiLDINQ. 

Upon my word ! Who is this fellow, Corinna ? 
Some journeyman -taylpr, I fiippofe, who chufcs to 
try on the gentleman's cloaths before he Cfrries th<:m 
home* 

George. 

Taylor! — What do you mean by that.^ Ytni 
lie ! I am no taylor. 

ft 

WiLDmo. 

Yqu fliall give me fatisfaftion for that I 

George^ 
For what? 

Wlj-PINO. 

For giving me the lie. ! ' 

K 

Ididnot, 
You did. Sir. 

G^0R.G£4 

You lie i FU bet you five pounds I did not. But 
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if 70U have a mind for a frolick^ let me put by my 
fword: jnowj Sir, cometm. (in a hxing attitude) 

Wilding. 

Why, you fcoundrelj do you think I want to box ? 
Drawj Sifj this moment. 

George. 
Not I — come oo. 

Wilding. 
Draw> or Tld cixt you to pieces. 

George. 

I'll give you iatiifa^on this way. 

(/len^bes bis fift^ 

WH^DING. 

Driw, Sir, diiair \ ' you ieon't draw ! TKiere, tike 
that. Sirrah, and that, and that, you fcoundrel. 

. Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay 5 well done 5 lay it on — (feeps out} 

Wilding. 
And there, you rdfcal ; and there. 

Old Philpot. 

Thank you ; thank you. Could not he find in 
his heart to lay him on another for me ? 

CORINNA. 

Pray, don*t be in fucji a pafflon. 
Vol. II. N n Wild- 



{ 
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Wilding. 

Mv dear Corinnaj don't be frightened ; I fhall not 
murder him. 

Old Philpot. 
I am fafe here — lie ftill Ifaac^ lie ftill : I am fafe. 

Wilding. 

The fellow has put me out of breath* (fits down) 
(Old Philpot's watch ftrikes under the table) Whofc 
watch is that? {looks round) tiey! what is all 
this ? {looks under the table) Your humble fervant. 
Sir ! Turn out, pray, turn out. You won't ? then 
I'll unfhell you. (takes away the table) Your very 
humble fervant^ Sir. 

George. 
Confufion ! my father there all this time ! (dfik) 

Wilding. 
I fuppofe you will give me the lie too ? 

Old Philpot. {Jlill on the ground"^ 

No, Sir 5 not I truly. But the gentleman there 
may divert himfelf again, if he has a mind. 

Georgb. 
No, Sir, not I ; I pafs. 

Old Philpot* 
George, you are there I fee. 



George. 
Yes, Sir, and you are there I fee. 



Wild- 
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WiLDXNO. 

I 

Comie rife-..-Who is this old fellow ? 

CpRINNA. 

Upon my word I don't know. As I live and 
breathe I don't : he came after my maid, I fuppofe ; 
ril go and aflc her — let me run out of the way, and 
hide myfelf from this fccne of confufion. 

[Exit Corinna. 

Georgs. 
What an imp of hell flie is ! (ajtde) 

Wilding. 
Come, get up, Sir ; you arc too old to be beat^ 

Old Philpot. (fifing) 

In troth, fo I am. But there you may exerciic 
yourfelf again, if you pleafe. 

George. 
No more for me, Sir, I thank you. 

Old Philpot. 

I have made but a bad voyage of it. The ihip is 
funk, and {lock and block loft, (afide) 

Wilding. 

Ha, ha ! upon my foul, I can't help laughing. 
As for you. Sir, you have had ^'hat you deferv'd— r 
And you, reverend dad, muft come here, tottering 
after a punk, ha, ha I 

■ 

N n a Ojld 
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Old Philpot. 
Oh! George! George I 

George. 
Oh I father ! father ! 

WlLDINGr 

Ha, h^! what father and fon ; And To you hare 
found one another out, have you ? — Well, you may 
have bufinefs, ^ and fo, gentlcnripnj T\\ leave you ta 
yourfelves. [Exii* 

George, 

This is too moch to bear. What an infampus 
jade Ihe is ! All her contrivance ! DonV be angry 
with me. Sin 1*11 go my, ways, this, moment, tic 
myfelf up in the matrimonial noofe, and never have 
any thing to do with thefe courles again» (goingl 

Old Philpot. 

And hark you, George ; tie me up in a real noofc, 
and turn me off** as foon as you will. \ExeunL 

Enter Beaufort, drejfed as a lawyery and Sir JaspeK 
Wilding, with a bottle and giafs in his hand^ 

Beaufort* 
No more. Sir Jafpef, I can*t drink any more- 

Sir Jasper. 

' Why you be but a weezen-fac^d drinker, Maftcf 
Quagmire ; come, man, finifti this bottle. 

Bj&a^u- 
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I beg to be excufed : you had better let me read 
over the deeds to you. 

bounds ! it's all about out-hcmfesy and mcfSiagev 
and bamsj and flables^ and orchards^ and meadows^ 
and lands and tenements, and woods and underwoods, 
and commons, and backfides. I am o'the <:ommif- 
fion for Wilts> and I know the ley, and fo truce with 
your jargon^ Mafter Quagmire, 

Beaufort. 

Biit, Sir, you don't conlidery mamage b an af- 
fair of importance : it is contrafted between perfons, 
firft confenting ; fecondlyi free from canonical im- 
pediments; thiidly, free from civil impediments, 
and can only be diflbhred fof canonical caufes or 
levidcal caufes. See. Leviticus xviii» and yxviii 
and 9th Harry VIII. chapter vii. 

Sir. Jaspea. 

You (hall drink t'other bumper, an you talk of 
ley. 

Emer a Servant. 

Servant. 
Mr. Philpot, Sir, and his fon. 

Sir Jaspbr. 

I am glad of it : they will take me out of the 
hand of this lawyer here. lExif. 

Beau- 
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Beai/fort, Jdtts, 

Beaufort^ 

Well done, Beaufort ! thus far you have played 
your part, as if you had been of the pumple-hofe fa- 
uxily of Furnival's-Inn» 

Sir Jasper, (enuring) 

Mafter Philpot, I be glad you are come; this 
man here has fo plagued nne with his ley, but now 
we'll have no more about it^ but fign the papers at 
once. 

Enler Old Philpot and George^ 

Old Philpot. 

• Sir Jafper, twenty thoufand pounds you know is 
a great deal of money i a large fortune to give to 
your fon with my daughter : but as George likes 
Maria, to forward the bufmefs,ril advance thecafh, 
provided you allow me difcount for prompt pay- 
ment, and fo then we conclude a double match. 

George^ 

Sir, I muft beg to fee the young lady once more 
before I embark i for to be plain, ftie appears to mc 
a mere natural. 

Sir Jasper. 

I tell you what, youngfter, I find my girl a nOt^ 
able wench : and here, here's zon Bob. 

Enter Young Wilding. 

Sir Jasper. 

Bob, gee us your hand. I ha* finifticd the bufi^ 

nefs 
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nefs 5 and zo now, here, here, here's your vather-in- 
law. 

Old Philpot. 
Of all the birds in the air, is chat he ? (cfjidc) 

Sir Jasper* 
Go to un man : that's your vather : 

Wilding. 

This is the ftrangeft accident — S\T—S\v—(Jiifltng 
a laugh) — I — I — Sir — upon my foul, I can't ftand 
this, (burfls out a laughing) 

Old Philpot. 
I deferve it : I deferve to be laughed at. (a^de) 

George. 

He has behaved like a relation to me already. 

(afide) 

Sir Jasper. 

What's the matter, Bob ? I tell you this is your 
vather-in-law. (pulls Old Philpot to him) Mafter 
Philpot, that's Bob— ijpeak to un Bob j fpeak to un. 

Wilding. 

Sir— I — lam (fiifles a laugh) I fay. Sir— -I am. 
Sir — extremely proud---of— 

George. 
Of having beat me, I fuppofe. (i^/id^) 

Wilding. 
Of the honour, Sir — of— -of- -^(laughs) 

George. 
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George. 
Ay ! that's what he means, (aftde) 

i 
i 

Wilding. j 

And, Sir— I— I this opportunity 1 cannot ; 

look him in the face— r^f^J tfirf «/»« '««i:*J Ha, 
ha ! I cannot ftay in dje toom^gmg) 

Sir Jasper. 
Why the volks are all mad, I bdievie. You (hall 
ftay. Bob i you fhall ftay. (holds him) 

Wilding, 
Sir I — I cannot poffibly — (vfhijpers bis father) 

Old Philpot. 
George, George ! what a 'woeful figure do « 
make ! 

* 

George. 
Bad enough of all conlcience. Sir. 

Sir Jasper. 
An odd adventure. Bob. (limghs heartily) 

Old Philpot. 
Ay! there now he's hearing the whole affair, and 
they are laughing at me. 

Sir Jasper, (to Old Philpot J 
Ha, ha ! Po, never mind it : a did not hurt uh. 



Old Philpot. 
It's all difcovcred. 



Sift 
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.Sir JaspbRv 
Ha, ha ! — I told ye zon Bob could find a hare 
fquat upon her form with any he in Chriftendora. 
Ha, ha ! never mind it .nfian. Bob meant no harm. 
Here, here. Bob, here's your vather, and there's your 
brother. I Ihould like to ha'zeen un 'under the 
table. 

Wilding^ 

Gentlemen, your moft obedient. 

(fiifling a laugh ) 

OuD Philpot. 

Sir, your fervant. He has lick'd George well, 
and I forgive him. 

Sir Jasper. 

« 

Well, young gentleman, which way is your mind 
now? 

Georos. 

Why, Sir, to be plain, I find your daughter an 
ideot. 

Sir Jasper. 

Zee her again then : zee her again. Here, you, 
firrah, fend our Moll hither. 

Servant. 

« 

Yes, Sir. 

Sir Jasper. 

And then we'll go into t'other room, crack a 
bottle, and fettle matters there. Hoic ! hoic — Our 
Moll— Tally over. 

Vol. 11* O o Enter 
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En^er Maria. 

Maria. 
Did you call me^ papa? 

Sir Jasper. 

There, the gentleman wants to fpeak with you. 
Behave like a clever wench as you are. Come 
along good folks : Mailer Quagmire, come and 
finifh the bufinefs. 

[Exit Jinging^ with Old Philpot and Beaufort, 
manent George and Maria.] 

George. 

I know (he is a fool, and fo I will (peak to her 
without ceremony. Well, Mifs, you told me you 
could read and write. 

Maria. 

Read, Sir, Heavens! — (looking at him) Ha' 
ha, ha! 

George. 
What does fhe laugh at ? 

Maria. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

George. 
What diverts you fo, pray ? 

Maria. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! What a fine tawdry figure yoa 
have made of yourfelf ? 

GEORGE* 
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George. 
Figure^ Madam ! 

Maria. 
I IhaU die, I (hall die ! Ho! hoi ho! 

George. 
Do you make a laughing-ftock of me ? 

Maria. 
No, Sir, by no means — {laughs) 

George. 

Let me tell you, Miis, I don't u|iderftand being 
treated thus. 

Maivia. 
Sir, I can't poflibly help it — 1-— I — ha, ha I 

George. 

I fhall quit the room, and tell your papa if you go 
on thus. 

Maria. 

Sir, I beg your pardon a thoufand times. I am 
but a giddy girl. I cannot help it — I — I — ha, ha ! 

George. 
Ma'am, this is downright infult. 

Maria. 

Sir, you look fomehow or other — I don't know 
how, fo — ha, ha, ha ! ■ 

O o a George. 
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Did you never fee a gentleman drefsM before ? 

Mahia. 

Never Eke you— I beg your ptrdon^ Sir— ha, 
ha^ ha! 

'. Gequge* 

Now here is an ideot in fpirits. I tell you thisk 
your ignorance : I am xire(?d in high tafte» 

.» _ 
Maria. 

Yes, fo you are — ha, haa ha ! 

• ■ * ,~ •» . 

George. 
Will you have done laughing ? 



t > 



Yes, Sir, I will — I will — there — there — there 
— I have done. 

George. 
Do fo then, and behave as you ought to do. 

Majlia. - • . ■ •. 

• I wffl, Sif;-— I won*t look at him* and then I 
flian't laugh. 

George. 

Let me tell you, Mifs, that nobody underftands 
drefs better than I do. 

Maria. . 
Ho! ho! ho! 

George. 
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Geokge, 
She's mad. 

Maria. 

No, Sir, I am not mad — I have done. Sir — I 
I have done — I affure you. Sir, that nobody is mere 
averfe from ill manners. I Ihould be very forry to 
affront a gcntleman-r-Ha, ha, ha ! 

Geokcs. 

Again ! What do you mean ? You'll put me in 
a paffion, I can tell you, prcfehtly. 

Maria. 

... . ' 

I can't help it-^ -indeed I can't — Beat qie if you 

will, but let me laugh — I can't help it — ha, ha, ha ! 

George. 
I am not ufed to fuch ufage, Mifs. 

4 

Maria. 

I ftiall die — Do, Sir, let me laugh — it will do me 
good — Ha, ha, ha! . 

(Jits down in a fit rf laughing) 

George. 

If this is your way, I won't ftay a moment longer 
in the room. Ill go this moment and tell yo\ir fa- 
ther. 

Maria. 

Sir, Sir, Mr. Philpot, don't be fo hafty. Sir. I 
have done. Sir ; it's over now. I have had my 
laugh out. I am a giddy girl, but I'll be grave. Til 
compofe'myfclf and aft a different fcene with him 

from 
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from wfiat I did in the morning. I have all the ma* 
terials of an impertinent -wit, and I will now twiri 
him about the room3 like a boy fetting. up his top 
with his finger and thumb, (afide) 

Ge;orge. 
Mifs, I think you told me you can read and write, 

r 

Maria* 

Read, Sfr ! Reading is the delight of my life. 
Do you love reading. Sir ? 

. . Georgje* 

Prodigioufly. How pert fhe is grown ? I have 
read very little, and I'm refolved for the future to 
read kfs. (afide) What have yoti read, Mifs? 



Maria. 



Every thing. 



George. 



You have ? 



Maria. 



. 1 



Yes, Sir, I have. 



George. 

9 

Oh ! brave — and do you remember what pu 
read, Mifs? 

Maria. 

- Not fo well as I could wifh. Wits have &<« 
m emorics. 
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George. 

Oh ! you are a wit too ? 

Maria. 

I am : and do you know that I feel myfelf pro- 
voked to a fim\le now ? 

George. 
A fimile ! Let us hear it. . 

* 

Maria. 
What do you think we arc both like ? 

George. 

Like ! I played once at what's my thought like, 
;md I could not make any thing of it. 

Maria. 

Wc are like Cymon and Iphigenia in Dryden's 
fable, 

George. 
Jenny in Dryden's fable ! 

Maria. 

^he fanning hraze upon ber hofom blows \ 
sn? meet the faming braze her bofom ro/e. 

That's me — now you. 

Jie trud^d along y unknowing what he fought, 

Aid wbiftled as he went £mimicks] for want of thought. 



/ 



George. 
Thls^ is not the lame girl, (difcmctrtti) ' 



Ma- 
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Maria« 

Mark again, mark again : 

befool of nature fiood witbjlupid eyesr^ 
And gaping mouth, that tefiified furprize. 

{He looks foolijh, Jhe laughs at him) 

George. 

I muft take care how I fpeak to her j flie is not 
the fool I took her for. {afide) 

Maria. 

You fecm furprizcd, Sir : but this is my way. I 
I read. Sir, and then I apply. I have read every 
thing ; Suckling, Waller, Milton, Dryden, Llandf- 
4ownj Gay, Prior, Swift, Addifon, Pope, Young) 
Thompfon. 

George. 

Hey ! the devil — what a clack is here ! 

[He walks awaj. 

Maria. (Jbllozving him eagerly) 

Shakelpear, Fletcher, Otway, Southern,^ Rowc, 
Congreve, Wicherly, Farquhar, Gibber, Vanbrugh, 
Steel, in fhort every body ; and I find them all wit, 
fire, vivacity, fpirit, genius, tafte, imagina- 
tion, raillery, humour, charafter, and fentimcnt.— 
Well done, Mifs Notable ! you have played your 
part like a young. a<5trefs in high favour with the 
town, (afide) 

George. 
Her tongue goes like a water-milL 

Ma- 
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Maria. 
What do you fay to me now. Sir ? 

George. 
Say ! — I don't know what the devil to fay. 

Maria. 

What's the matter. Sir ? Why you look as if the 
ftocks were fallen y or like London-bridge at low 
water ; or like a waterman when the Thames is fro- 
zen ; or like a politician without news 5 or like a 
prude without fcandal 5 or like a great lawyer with- 
out a brief; or like fome lawyers.with one — or — 

George. 

Or like a poor devil of a hufband hen- peck'd by 
a wit, and fo fay no more about it. What a capri- 
cious piece here is ! {afide) 

Maria. 

Oh, fy ! you have fpoil'd all. I had not half 
done. 

George. 

There is enough of all confcience. You may 
content yourfelf. 

Maria. 

But I am not fo eafily contented. I like a fimilc 
half a mile long. 

GeorgS, 
I fee you do. 

Vol. II. P p Ma- 
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Maria. 

And I make verfes too ; verfes like an angel ; off 
hand^ extcnipore. Can you give me an extempore ? 

George. 

What does (he mean ! — No, Mifs, I have never 
a one about me. 

* 

Maria. 

You can't give an extempore ? Oh ! for fhame, 
Mr. Philpot. I love an extempore of all things; 
and I love the poets dearly, their fenfe fo fine, 
their invention rich as Paftolus, 

George. 

A poet rich as Paftolus ! I have heard of Pac- 
tolus in the city. 

Maria. . 
Very like. 

George. 
But you never heard of a poet as rich as he. 

Maria. 

As who ? 

George. 

Paftolus-- -he was a great Jew merchant i lived 
in the ward of Farringdon without. 

Maria. 
Paftolus, a Jew merchant ! Paftolus is a river. 

Geo ROE, 
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George. 
A river ! 

Maria^ 
YeSr-don't you underftand geography ? 

George. 
The girl's crazy ! 

. Maria. 

Oh ! Sir — if you don't underftand geography, 
you are nobody. I underftand geography, and or- 
thography J you know I told you I can write : and I 
can dance tgo — Will you dance a minuet ? 

(Jings and dances) 

George. 
You ftian't lead me a dance, I promife you. 

Maria. 

Oh! very well. Sir: yourefufeme? Remem- 
ber you'll hear immediately oC my being married to 
another, and then you'll be ready to hang yourfelf. 

George^ 
Not I, I promife you. 

Maria. 

Oh ! mighty well : remember my words — I'll do 
it — you fliall fee — ha, ha ! 

{Runs off in a fit of laughing) 

George. 

Marry you ! I would as foon carry my wife to 
live in Bow-ftreet, and write over the door " i^hil • 
" pot's punch -houfe." 

P p 2 Enter 



cc 
cc 
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Enter Old Philpot and Sir Jasper. 

Sir Jasper. (Jinging) 

So rarely fo bravely weHl bunt him over the downsy 
and we* II hoop and we'll hollow.^* Gee us your 
hand, young gentleman ; well> what zay ye to un 
now ? Ben't (he a clever girl ? 

George. 
A very extraordinary girl indeed. 

Sir Jasper. 

Did not I tell un zo ? Then you have nothing to 
do but to confummate as foon as you wilL 

George. 

No, you may keep her. Sir : I thank you : Til 
have nothing to do with her. 

Old Philpot. 
What's the matter now, George ? 

George. 

Po ! fhe is a wit. , 

Sir Jasper. 
Ay ! I told un zo. 

George. 

And that's worfe than t'other. I had rather marry 
a fool by half. 

Sir Jasper. 
Odds heart ! I am afraid you are no great wit. 
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Enter Maria. 

Maria. 
Well, papa, tht gentleman won't have me. 

Old Philpot. 

The numfkuU won't do as his father bids him ; 
and fo. Sir Jafper, with your confent V\\ malce a pro- 
pofal to the young lady myfelf. 

Maria. 
How! what does he fay ? 

Old Philpot. 

I am in great vigour, and can be a brifk lover ftill. 
Fair lady, a glance of your eye is like the returning 
fun in the fpring : it melts away the froft of age, and 
gives a new warmth and vigour to all nature. 

(falls a coughing 

Maria. 

DelightfuU ! I fhould like to have a fcene with 
him. 

Sir Jasper. 

Hey ! what's in the wind now ? This won't take. 
My girl ftiall have fair play. No old fe,llow fhall 
totter to her bed. What fay you, my girl, will you 
rock his cradle ? 

Maria. 

Sir, I have one fmall doubt. Pray can I have two 
hufbands at a time ? 

George. 
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George. 

There's a queftion now ! She is grown foolilh 
again. 

Old Philpot. 
Fair lady, the law of the land — 

Sir Jasper. 

Hold ye, hold ye;* let me talk of law ; I know, 
the law better nor any on ye. Two hufbands at 
once ? No ; no ; men are fcarce,, and that's down- 
right poaching, 

Maria. 

I am forry for it. Sir : for then I can't marry him, 
I fee. 

Sir Jasper. 
Why not ? 

Maria. 
I am contrafted to another. 

Sir Jasper. 
Contrafted ! To whom ? 

Maria. 
To Mr. Beaufort, that gentleman. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 
That gentleman ! 

Beaufort. 

Yes, Sir, {throws open his gown) my name is 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. And I hope. Sir Jalper, when you con- 
fider my fortune, and my real affeftion for your 
daughter, you will generoufly forgive the ftratagem 
I have made ufe of. 

Sir Jasper. 

Mafter Quagmire ! what are you young Beaufort 
all this time ? 

Old Philpot. 
All a trick ; this will never do. 

Beaufort. 

But it will do. Sir. You have figned the deeds 
for your daughter's marriage to my friend Wilding ; 
and Sir Jafjper by this inftrument has made me his 
fon-in-law. 

Old Philpot. 

How is this ? How is this ? Then, Sir Jalper, 
you will agree to cancel the deeds, I fuppofe, for you 
know — 

Sir Jasper. 

Catch me at that, an ye can ! I fulfilled my pro- 
mife, and your fon refufed, and fo the wench has 
looked out flily for herfelf elfewhere. Did I not tell 
you fhe was a clever girl ? I ben't alham'd o' my 
girl. Our Moll, you have done no harm, and Mr. 
Beaufort is welcome to you with all my heart. I'll 
ftand to what I have figned, though you have taken 
me by furprize. 

V 

Wilding. 
Bravo ! my fcheme has fucceeded rarely. 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 

And fo here I am bubbled and choufed out of mj 
money. George ! George ! what a day's work have 
we made of it ? Well, if it mufl: be fo, be it fo. I 
1 - defire, young gentleman, you'll come and take my 
daughter away to-morrow morning. And, Til tell 
you what, here, here — Take my family watch into 
the bargain j and I wifti it may play you juft fuch 
another trick as it has me; that's all. I'll never go 
intriguing with a family watch again. 

Maria. 

Well, Sir ! {to George) what do you think of me 
now ? An't I a connoiffeur. Sir ! and a virtuofo ? 
Ha! ha! 

George. 

Yes 5 and much good may it do your hufband. I 
have been connoiffeured among ye to fome purpofe. 
Bubbled at play ; duped by my wench ; cudgeled 
by a rake ; laughed at by a girl j detefted by my.6- 
ther ; and there is the aim total of all I have got at 
this end of the town. 

Old Philp.ot. 

This end of the town ! I defire never to fee it 
again while I live. I'll pop into a hackney-coach 
this moment, drive to Mincing -lane, and never ven- 
ture back to this fide of Temple-bar. (going) 

George. 

And, Sir, Sir ! — fhall I drive you ? I'll overturn 
him at the firft corner, {going) 

Sir 
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Sir Jasper. 

No, no ; you (han't go zo, neithen You fliall 
ftay and crack a bottle. [Jiops them both. 



1 

Old Philpot and George come forward and 

/peak the 

EPILOGUE: 

"Father. 

f\Hl George, George, George ! V/V fucb young 

rakes asyoUy 
^at hring vile jokes, and foul dsfhonour too. 
Upon our city youth* 

George. 
*7Zr ^ery true. 

Father. 
St. James's end o' tV town— 

George* 
No place for me. 

^ Father. 

No truly y no : their manners difagree 
With ours intirely : yet you there muft run. 
To ape their follies. 

VouIL Q^q George. 
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George. 

■ 

And am Jo undoHe. 

Father. 

There you all learn a vanity in vice, 
Tou turn mere fops ; you game^ 

George. 
Ob damn the dice. 

Father • 
Bubbled at play-'T- 

George. 

Tes, Sir. 

» 

Father. 
By every common cheat. 

George. 
Ay ! here's two tt;//»^J--- (pulls out his pockets) 

Father. 
Tou get well heat. 

George. 

A witnejs too of thdt^ (Ihews his head) and tberi^ 
another, (to Young Wilding) 

Father. 
Tou dare to give affronts. I 

George, 
Wounds fuch a pother ! — 

Father. 

Affronts to gentlemen ! 

George. 
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George. 
'Twas a rajh aSlion. 

Father. 
Bamn me^ you Ue ! Til give youfatisfaSlion. 

(mimicking) 
Drawn in by ftrumpetSy and detected too I 

George. 
Tihafs a fad, thing. Sir ! Fll bejudg'd by you. 

Father. 
'the dog-y he has me there. ' 



my* 



George. 
^inkyou it right. 
Under a table 

' Father. 
Mferable plight ! 

c George. 

• Par grave three/core tojculk with trembling knees, 
Aud envy ^acb young lover that he fees ! 
^binkyou it jetting thus abroad to roam ? 

« 

Father. 
W'ou^d I hadftafd to cajl accounts at home. 

9 

George. 

-^ / there's another vicel IFitb anxious care — 

Father. 
Sirrah, have done : theje taunts I cannot bear^ 

George. 
^ou brood for ever o'er your much-lov*d Jlore, 
And /craping cent, per cent, ftill pine for mire. 

CLq 2 At 



JOO 
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At Jonathan* Sy where millions are undoney 
Now cheat a nation^ and now cheat your /on. 

Father. 

Rajcaly enough ! 

George. 
/ could but I am loth^-r- 

Father. 

Enough! This jury (ta /i&^ Audience.) wiU comS 
us both. 

George. 

^en to the court we'd better make fuhmijjion. 
Ladies and gentlemeriy with true contrition y 
I here repent my faults. Te courtly trainy 
Farewel l—farewely ye giddy and ye vain ! 
I now take up ; forfake the gay and witty y 
To live henceforth a credit to the city. 

Father. 
Ton fee me here quite covered o*er with Jhamcy 
I hate long Speeches y ' but Fll do th^ fame. 
ComCy George, to mend is all the beji can b$afi. 



Then let us in — 



_ \ 

George. 



Father. 
And this ft)all be our toaft : 
May Britain' tJbunder on h^rfo^s he hurPd^ 

George. 
And London prove the market of the world 1 
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COVENT-GARDEN. 



Scire tuum nihil eft, nifi te fcire hoc fciat alter. 

Persius. 

Plenus rimarum fum : hac atque iliac perfluo. 

Ter. 



PROLOG U E: 

Spoken by Mr. SMITH. 

JDOLD was the matty and fenced in ev'ry part 

With oaky and ten-fold hrajs about his hearty 
^0 huild a Play who tortur^ d firft his brain , 
And then dar*d launch it on this ftormy main* 
What tbo\ atfirjly hefpreads his little Jails 
To HeavWs indulgent and propitious gales ? 
As the land gradual lejfens to his eye^ 
He finds a troubled Jea^ and lowering Jky : 
Envyy detraSiony calumny y andfpitey 
Raife a worjeftorm than when the winds unite* 
Around his barky in many a datg^rous ft)oaly 
Thofe monfiers of the deepy the criticSy prowl. 
'^ She's a weak vejfely for thejejeas unfit y 
*' And has on board her not a/pice of wit : 
'* Shi^s French-built too i of foreign make^^ they cry ; 
Like geefey Jiill cackling that the Gauls are nigh. 
If thrown on rocks by the hoarfe da/hing wavcy 
Th* unhappy crew no hand is fir etch' d tofave ; 
But rouud the wrecky like Moors y with furious joy y 
The witlings crowd, to murder and deftroy. 

Thefe are known dangers j andyfiillfull as certaiuy ' 
The bard meets other ills hehind the curtain. 
Little you thinky ere yet you fix his fatCy 
What previous mif chiefs, there in ambufh wait \ 
What plagues arife from all the mimic throng : 
*^ Aty part's too Jhorti—andy Siry my part's too long.** 
This calls for incident ; that repartee. 
*' Down the back flairs pen an ef cape for me. 
" Gfve me a ladder y Mr. BayeSy of rope i 
" / love to wear the breeches y and elope. 
*' Something for me the groundlings ears tofplit. 
« JVrite a dark clofety or a faintingfit. 
" Fix Woodward in feme whimfical difgrace : 
" Or be facetious with Ned S\mt^T's face." 

ThU 
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This is our way, and yet our hard fo-nigbt 
Removes each ohfiacle, and Jf rings to light. 
SomeJceneSy we hope, be brings to nature true^ 
Some gleams of humour, and a moral too i 
No forms, grotjejque and wild, are here atftrife : 
He boafls an etching from the real life ; 
Exerts his efforts in a polijh'd age, 
To drive the Smitbfield mufes from the Jlage ; 
By eafy dialogue would win your praife 
And on fair decency graft all his bays. 



Dramatis Perfonse. 

Careless, Mr. Woodward. 

Sir Philip Figurein, Mr. Shuter. 

Wisely, Mr. Ross. 

Bellfield, Mr, Smith. 

Blunt, Mr. Clarke. 

Brazen, fervant to Wisely, Mr. Cushing. 

Crib, a Taylor, Mr. Costollo. 

La Jeunesse, a French barber, Mr. Holtom. 

Tom, fervant to Careless, Mr. ****. 

W O ME N. 

Lucinda, Mifs Elliot. 

Hortensia, Mrs. Ward. 

Scene WINDSOR- 



l^Jo One's Enemy but his Own, 



ACT the FIRST. 



Etifer Carbl2$$ and Blvnt. 

Camless. 

OH ! ho ! ho !— that laft ftroke I Ihall never 
furvivc. My dear Blunt> you are no reader 
of character : the fciencc i$ beyond you : you don't 
know me. 

Blunt. 

No man knows his own houfe better than I do 
you. 

CaK£L£SS. 

Wiong, pofitively wrong. 

Blunt, 

You may flatter yourfelfj Carelefs, but I wifh you 
Jiad a little of our meiMi Wifely in your compo^tion. 

* CaR£L£$S. 

Wrong a^ain I Wifely indeed ha3 the name of a 
good fore ot a fenfible kind c^ man ; but the heart 
u ney^r »>n«eroed in any one afftioA of hi3 life. 



BtiiifT. 
Why^ as to his iieart — 

VoL« II. R r Cars- 
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Careless. : - 

• ' • • • ; • . »' ; . . , ^ 

He has none ; no heart at all ": his afFeSioh's are 
all contrafted into a narrow regard for felf, and his 
underftanding points for ever to fchemes of intereii. 

Blunt. 

And your heart has made a window in your 
breaft, where every body nuy Ipofc and fee what 
paflcs within. Shakefpeare has touched you to the 
life : " Your heart upon your fleeve, for daws to 
" peck. at. 

r. Carieless. '^* •>* ■ * / 

There again ! *" Tou obfervers' of cJiarader are the 
ftrangefl: charafters yourfelves ! I am grown very 
fecret of late : I don't believe there's even a ufurer 
about town can hold his tongue better. 

Blunt. 

S'death, man ! you are the very fieve of your own 
intentions; the marplot of your own defignsj I 
would as foon truft a fecret with the -printer of a 
daily paper. How did you lofe your election ? 

Careless. • - . .. ., - 

Po! -an old ftory: but that bas^taught Vne. wifi 
dom. 

\ ' '. 'Blunt../ f ' ^ - . ■•" 

And your >^ifilom confifts in repenting of one 
folly, to commit a new one the nexc^4ttortient. Have 
you faid nothing of Lucinda lately. 



Careless. .A ^. ! 
Not a fyllable. 



Bu^*T. 
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Blunt. - 
-. You have not fliewn her letter ? . 

Careless. 
Letter ! — I ! 

Bj-UNT. 

You have fhewn it, and there is Bellfield in a rage 
about a paragraph* relating to himfelf. 



• % > 



Careless, 

9 

Well, now, that is very hard,. I never ifeewcd 
that letter to any body but Jack Tattle, ' r " 



t -♦ . 



Blunt. 

It was not he that betrayed you : when did you 
fee Lady Betty Gabble ? 

Careless. 

My Lady Betty ? I-- -I repeated a paflageto my 
Lady -ff^/Zy Gabbky only by way of converfationic. > 

Blunt- 

' And by way ef converfation you are ev^r :wOfk- 
ing your own ruin. 

Careless. 

Confufion! there is no trulling any body. My 
Lady Betty told me the whole affair between her 
and Sir George — , ^^ 

Blunt. 

. And you -told it to Lucinda; .flie whifpered^alf 
a dozen intimates, and fo the ftory has goij€.,6n ga- 
thering like a fnow ball. * 

R r 2 Care- 
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I 

CAR£tElS^< 

'Sdeath ! the people that lifteii to idle ftorics I 
' Aiould be all hung tip by the car— 

So the old poet has faid ; but he adds^ that all 
who fetch and carry ftories (hould be hung up by the 
tongue. Caution is neceffary : ridicule h the taftc 
of the age : every man you rticet i^ a pleafrmt fel- 
low : he has picked up a charaifterj an incident, a 
ftory, a damned hi^h ftory ; he goes to the play with 
it ; tells it in a fide box ; buz2, it goes round the i 
houfe s whifks away to the card table^ and fo flies all I 
Over the town. 

Careless* 
All this is true, but I am a new ftian — 

BlunI*. 

Po ! — Bellfield ha^ Outwitted you : he will marry 
Lucinda. 

Careless. 

Ma ! ha ! now you fee I can keep a feCret. I have 
been engaged upon a better pfofj>eft this weekpaftj 
you have been here at Windfor in the fame houfe 
with me for three days> and yet not the wifen 

Blunt. 

Three entire days ! 

Careless^ 

Yes 5 three entire days j and I have been clofc ^ 
oak. Ha ! ha ! you will be furprized. Ma ! ha ! 

the 
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the grdteft thing in the world ! Ha ! ha ! — you 
will never guels it^-«ha ! ha ! a prodigious hit ! 

Thou art art honeft fellowj Carelefs^ and no one'a 
enemy but your own. 

Careless. 

Ha ! ha ! — I fhall have the command of a bo • 
rough. 

Blunt. 

Very wdl ! Keep your fecrct — 

Careless. 
The charming, blooming widow— 

Blunt. 

Why fpeak of it ? 

Careless* 

Only to you, man ; only to you i my dear Blunt, 
if you will promife me — 

Blunt. 

No ; I promife nothing : I muft ftep and write a 
letter ; Wifely carries it to town for me ; he will be 
here prefcntly— - 

Careless. 
Ha ! ha ! — Hortenfia, my dear boy — 

Blunt. 
There now ! — how did you gain accefs to her ? 

Cari- 
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Cai^eless. 

I knew it would furprize you. Ha ! ha ! — I am 
ruined, if a fyllable takes wind. 
t . ' . ■ - 

Blunt, 

Why fhe has broke off feveral matches already, 
becaufe her fools were fo imprudent as to make her 
the town talk. 

Careless. 

Very true : but fhe is come -at-able for all that : a 
warm amorous widow I can tell you, and — 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. 

Your Honour's taylor from London, and your 
peruke-malcer. 

Careless. 

Shew-themin. [Exit Tom] Ha! ha!— ^Blunt-- 
preparations for my wedding ! Bellfield may marry 
Lucinda ; I fhall lofe no prize by it — ha ! ha! — 
have not I managed it well ? 

Blunt. 

.You begin your triumph before the viftory is 
gained. 

Enter Crib and La Jeunesse,.^^^ ikfe» with a Wii* 

Careless. 

Walk in, Mr. Crib— -Ha ! La Jeuneflc—Blunt, 

Blunt — a feal upon your lips. 

« 

Blunt. 
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Keep your own fccrets, if you can. ' [Exit. 

Ea Jeunesse. 

Monfieur, 1 have Thdnneur to make yoii fach 
wig as will be de wonder of de town, 

GRI'B. ' ': 

And I have brought you fuch a fuit o'Tcloaths ! 1 
fliall fo admire them, when ypur Honour has them 
on : the greateft pleafureof iiiy life is to admire my 
owncloath$. • * 



• H J ' 



La Tcune&se. 

Me go to de Mall every Sunday to fee my wig it 
walk by. 

Crib. 

And I go as often as I can to fee my cloaths make 
a figure. 

Careless. 
Oh ! you are both eminent m your vocations — 

Crib. 

Ah ! Sir — you will be- fuch a handfome bride- 
groom in this fuit. Will your Honour try it on ? 

Carele&s. 

I dare fay it is elegance itfelf.- -Monfieur La Jeu- 
ncflc, you may fit on the wig. 

La Jeunesse.. . . 

Detout mon coeur.— A 9a— wid dis wig> you wiU 
look comme un ^^. ---Dis wig! It is not wig — ^it 
is head of hair— rhas it de honneur to fit eafy upon 
your head? 

Carb- 
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Cariless. 

Pcrfcftly cafy. 

La Jiukesse* 
It is nature make dat^ and not me. 

Crib. 

When my cloaths are on, Madam Lucinda will fo 
admire you**- 

Careless. 
You think I am to be married to her, do you ? 

La Jeunesse. 
~ It is sAl de talk of de great vorl. 

Careless. 
You are two very fooli(h fellows- 

Ent^r Blunt, Uftening. 

La Jeunesse. 
She will be fo en amour wid my wig. 

Careless. 

You are a French coxcomb. An intrigue irith 
Lucinda might amufe a body's time^ and perhaps I 
am not without hopes of fucceft. 

La Jeunessr. 

^7 8*^ you may hope for intrigue wid who you 
will. My wig it is not eafy rriift. My wig it hare 
more intrigue dan any gentleman in all de town. Mf 
Lady BriUiante, — my Lady Carmine, — my tadf 
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Bellair^ — Madam Lurcwell, it was my wig ruin dem 

Crib. 

.... •— 

And my cloaths have Jiad fo mahy find wfemerir— ^ 

» •■ -...■,...-■ 

Well, when you hear of a rich blooming widow — 



y • 



« ' 



: : ' Blunt. 

*Sdeath ! going to blab. — §0 : I have writ my 
letter — 

Careless. 

Have you ?*<*Grentlemen, I hare no fefther oc*' 
cafion — 

Crib. 
Your Honour's moft obedient-— [£v//. 

La Teunesse, 

By gar 1 long to * know my wig who it is to be 
marry to — ' * \Exif. 

Blunt. • - . 
Going to truft thefe fellows ! — - 

Careless. 

» • _ »■ 

Po ! two filly rafcals ! they will think no more 
about it. 

Blunt. 
And thus y6u reconcile yourfelf to your follies.] 
Hoftenfia will require different behaviour. 

■ Vol. II. /S f Care- 
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Carbless. 

Oh ! yes, fb (he tells me in a dear eharming letter 
^'^(Jearches InsfocketsS • Hey ! — what have I done 
with it ? Confufion f — If it is loft — Here, Tom, 
Richard) George — run to my dreffing-room, and fee 
if 1 left a letter upon the table — 

Blunt. 
This is being qualified for a fecret. 

Careless. 

Diftraftion ! — I was upon the Terras laft night— 
Ifldropt it there — no— no™ no — I have itfafei 
y<Hi fee^ Blunt^ I am clofe s now you (hall hear— 

Enter Wisely. 

Wisely, 
Carelefs your fervant : Bluntj is your letter ready? 

Careless. . ^ 

My dear Wifely, I am forry we are to lofc you: 
but before you go, lifteni thou dear rogue, to this 
divine epiftle — {reads) ** Hortenfia prefcnts her 
" compliments" 

Wisely, 
Hortenfia to him ! — Well, Sir. 

Careless. 

" Prcfents her compliments to Mr. Carc^efs : ftc 

" will meet him this evening at Sir Philip Ficvti- 

" iN*s Malki and in the mean timeexpefls hewiil 

*^ hide from the world this dcclararion of her hcaft 
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*' which his merit has extorted from her." — Therc'$ 
a billet doux ! 

Blunt. 

You obey the lady's commands moft admirably^ 

Careless* 
Po ! this is only among ourfblves. 

Wisely. 

Nothing njore : he is very Me with usj-^^ 
iafije) not if I can help it — 

Enfer Tom* 

Tom. 

Sir Philip Figurein has fent to know if your 
Honour will meet him on the Terras before dinner — 

Careless. 

rU wait on him. [Exit Tom] Blunts will you 
tak^ a turn with the Knight ? 

Blunt. 

No, I am tired of his abfurditieSj and your's too. 

[Exit. 

Careless. 

Well faid philofopher ! — Ha! ha!— he calls me 
the Marplot of my own defigns i but I can confide in 
you. 

Wisely. 

I am obliged to you for the intelligence, and I 
ihaS make a very proper ufe of it. 

S f a Cars- 
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I ft 

I 
fe. . • . . 

Careless. 

Come and take a turn with me on the Terras, be- 
fore you fet out : I will tell you more as we wglk 
along : plealure itfelf is infipid unlefs imparted to a 
friend. It is a rare conqueft, is not it ? This is 
enough to make Hortenfia's difcarded lovers chal- 
lenge me, fight me, kill me — Oh ! ho ! ho l-- 

[Exeunt. 



to - 



Scene the TERR.AS. 
Enter Lucinda and Bellfield. 

iBELLFiELD. 

Yow may depend upon it, Lucinda : in fpite of all 
this raillery, you will make me the happy man at laft. 

Lucinda. 
Can you go on. Sir ? 

Bellfield. 

And fo, like a good-natured General, I invite you 
to capitulate, when the fpwn can hold out no longer. 

L'UCINt>A. 

You miftake, Mr. Bellfield : the citadel (lafin^^f 
hand to her breafi) is ftill proof againft all the artil- 
lery you Iiave played off. I think ypu have not been 
able to throw in much fire, Mr. Bellfield. 

Bellfield. 
I have a fccret friend there will betray the place \^ 

. , . ^ 
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LufclNDA. 

What if you have a fecrct enemy there ? Nature, 
you will allow> knows where to plant her antipathies. 

BelIfield. 

Oh ! certainly : fhe delights in blending contra- 
diftions to embellifh the fair, and give her the 
graces of variety^ A fort of Mofaic work, wKere 
folly is inlaid with talents j a love of pleafure with 
virtue, or with pride ; a power of pleafing with a 
pervcrfe delight in giving pain i and as the poet 
favs, 

^^ Fix'd principles with fancy ever new j 
*• Shakes all together, and produces — you." 

LUCINDA. 

Upon my word, this is a little extraordinary : by 
convincing me that you can with curious difcern- 
ment ipy out every little foible, you think to recom- 
mend yourfelf to my notice. Take care. Sir : you 
know how Apollo ferved the critic, who collefted all 
the faults in a celebrated poem. 

Bellfield. 
As how ? 

LUCINDA, 

Why, from a parcel of wheat he ordered him to 
feparate the chaff, and take it for his pains. 

Bellfield, ' 

Oh ! that was. becaufe the man had no relifh for 
the beauties, whereas my admiration — 

Lu- 
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Is all engrofled by yourfelf ; and Tor that reafbn, 
you have been in my black lift — let me fee how long 
{takes out a pocket book) — " A lift of the men I never 
•* will marry" — Let me fee — {turns over the leaves) 
let me fee — (reads) Mr. Worthlefs condemned 
May the 1 9th. — 

I 

B]ILLFI£LD. 

Worthlefs ! — he married a rich heirefs, I think— 

LUCINDA. 

And took on prodi^oufly at her death^ — he made 
love to me in his weepers^ and I hated him for an 
impoftor, worfe than Maria does Doftor Wolf in the 
Nonjuror. — {reads) Lord Hazard ! he had a pale 
quality-face, and a genteel emaciated figure. I faw 
that the queen of trumps was the greateft beauty in 
his eyes, and fo I difmiffed him from my fervicc, and 
he told the world that he refigned. 

Bellfield. 
Ha ! ha ! — I fee fhe will drop into my arms. 

LUCIKDA. 

Where the deuce is your name ? — Morclovc— 
Dorimant— Blackacre.— Oh ! this Mr. Blackacrewas 
a curiofity ! — Not one civil word to my perfon, but 
all about my eftate, and when the prcfcnt Icafcs ex- 
pire, he would let it at an innproved rent. 

Bellfield. 
A fellow fit only to be the fteward of your ttiBnor. 
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LucmoA. 

The man iras counted handfome, jbut I never 
thought fo — a florid bloom, and a certain infipidity 
that I hated — He brought me all the news — 

Bbllfisld. 

Ay! 

< 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! all s but none that I valued ; no news about 
Ithe little viftories this figure obtained in the world; 
no advices of what was faid about my laft new cap; 
he never came with " We hear from Ranelagh that 
Lucinda's eyes fcattered death and torment among 

the beaux laft Friday night" his was all 

political intelligence — At ten in the morning a 
battle was fought, and the French loft three Princes 
of the Blood, and five Marefhalls of France. — ^At ' 
twelve, the news was doubtfuU — At two, an exprefs 
arrived at the Secretary of State's office. — In the 
evening the viftory was not quite fo compleat, and a 
noble Lord was heard to fay, if a certain General had 
done his duty, the ballance of Europe had been 
fettled. — At night, the whole report was falle, and 
there was no battle at all. 

Bellfield. 

You would have had a mere newlpaper for your 
huiband. 

LUCINDA. 

Oh ! horrid ! . So I told him, and that whenever 
he was out of hand, or not befpoke, that I fhould 
order my fervants to take him in by way of the 
Morning Chronicle, or the Gazetteer. 

Bell- 
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F£LLPI££D, 

A pretty group of humourifts you have cx^e^ked. 

LUCINDA. 

Enough to furnifh put a comedy. The vain, the 
proud, the dull, the brilk, every fpecies of abfurdity 
has been* my moft humble fervant. But where is 
your name ? — Oh ! here — Mn Bellfield ! — 

Bbllfibld. 
Now bring him on the ftage — 

LUCINDA- 

Condemned for looking at himfelf in the glafs for 
a full half hour, while he was direfllng his difcourfc 
tomer— . 

Bellfield. 

How can you run on thus ? You knoiy I have 
worlhipped you even to idolatry,, and liave offered 
tjp vows on my very knees. 

LUCINDA. 

But I require true devotion in your prayers. 
Would it not provoke the patience of a faint, to have 
a powdered, fop kneel at his fhrine, with " There's a 
handfome fellow for you; mind mydrefs, Bruf- 
fels' lace, diamond ring, faucy fnuiF-box, and im-» 
pudent face." And this too under the notion of 
afking a blefling. 

Bellfield. 

I never knew you fo much out: would not you 
have me approach you with a good couicience ? And 
what are the plcafures of a good confcience ? Self- 

appro- 
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approbation. Befides, darts and flames, and Cupid 
are all out of fafhioh now, and therefore in plain 
£iigliih, I love you : I fhall ftudy your happincfs j 
and fo let me call the parfofii. 

LvCINDA. 

I am frightened 2tt you r you are a very free- 
thinker in love : preach this do<Ebrine to the ladies, 
and you will be thought an infidel. Love's religion 
is a fort of popery, and requires penance, and fafting, 
and prayers in a language almoft unintelligible. 
But you fay your prayers in the vulgar tongue ; 
^^ and ib let me call the parfon." — 

Bf'LLflELD. 

And as fighs, verfes, and fine things, muft end in 
that at laft, you may as well wave ceremony, for as 
to Cardefs, — 

LUCINDA, 

Carelefs ! I defire you will never mention him. — 
Even from fuch a wretch as La Jeuenjfe, I could hear 
the £:andal he talks of me. 

Bellfiild. 
Scandal of you ! 

LuCINDA* 

An intrigue will ferve his turn, and my charac- 
ter enfures him fuccefs. 

. Bellpield. 

« He Ihall anfwer it to me : pronounce me unwor- 
thy of your love, tf the injury is not redrefled within 
this hour. lExit. 

Vol. IL T t Lu- 
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LuCINDA. 

A fcurrilous wretch ! Hey ! Mr. Bellfield 

gone ! — Did not he talk of calling the bafe man to 
an account ? — I hope he will not be fo mad. — So — 
fo — Mr. Carelefs this way — I believe I fhall refign 
my pcrfon to Bellfield in order to pique the wretch. 

Enter Careless and Wisely. 

Careless. 

Ha! ha! — poor Sir Philip— -I am glad we have 
got rid of him. A paffion for dancing when theufe 
of his limbs has almoft left him ! He is feventy, is 
not he ? 

Wisely. 
Not very fhort of it, and in high fpirits ftill. 

Careless. 

Spirits ! he dances about the world as if he was 
bit by a tarantula. He . has not a fingle idea but 
what is derived from dancing. Alk what fort of a 
place fuch a town is — '^ They have a very good 
*^ Monday night Affcmbly." — How many miles from 
London ? — " They often dance forty couple." 

Wisely. 
You have him exaftly. 

Careless. 

Well, but now we have a mo'ment to ourfelvcs, 
have not I fucceedcd rarely with Hortenfia ? 

r 

Wise- 
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Wisely. 
To my aftonilhmcnt. 

Careless. 

I thought fo. Now, as ybu are going to town, 
here is a fnufF- box with her picture in it: fhe gave it 
•to me as a pledge of her love : I let it fall lafl: night 
lapon the Terras, and have damaged it a little : leave 
it at Beards* as you pafs by, and order it to be 
mended. 

Wisely. 
With all my heart : let me fee. 

Careless. . 
There — is not it a beautiful picture ? 

Wisely. 

Admirable! — This pifture {aftde) ihall be his 
ruin. 

Careless. 

But not a word, my dear fellow. — (Sir Philip 
ftngs) 'Sdeath ! — Sir Philip again to interrupt us. 
He ^ives a mafked ball to-night : I Ihall have fome 
bufinefs upon my hands there \ he little fufpedls his 
lady ; I could tell you a fecret about her — 

Wisely. 

She is young, he is old, and you afe well with, 
her ladylhip— 

Careless. 

Yes, I am much in her good graces : if you 
fee hereafter the likenefs of your. humble fervant in 

T t 2 a boy 
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a boy of hcr's, tip me a fmile, but keep your mind 
to yourfelf— Hufh ! here cgmes Sir Philip, with St. 
Vitus ftrong upon him — 

Enter Sir Philip f igurein. 
Sir Philip, (in a minuet ftep) 

ft 

I forgot to tell you, Carelcfs j Mr* Wifely, I far- 
got to tell you i the maflc begins 4 1 fix in the cvca^ 
ing- ^ 

Careless, 
So your lady has informed me. 

Sir Philip. 

Has i\\t}^''-(juming out his toes) I rccoUcfti fo 
fhe told me — a little Fete Champetre that I have dc- 
vifed---You intend to — La ! loll (finging and danc- 
ing) you intend to come early— -la ! loU--^^ 

Careless. 
By all means— 

Sir Philip, (advancing in a mimet Jl^) 

We Ihall be all gaiety, briflcnefs, and aftivity of 
tpirit.-^-Mr, Wifely, you intend to honour U3 ? 

Wisely, 
I am afraid not. Sir : I have not your fpirits— 

. Sir Philip. 

(throwing back his Jhoulders^ turning out his toes, am 

Jinking and fifing) 
All owing to .the exercifc I take, I diuicc three 
thoufand niiles a year, r 



J 
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Wisely. 



So much ! 



Careless. 

More ; he dances more ; he danced to Italy and 
back again in a fhorter time than ever was per- 
foraied. 

Sir Philip, 

Yes, I was expeditious : did you never hear of it ? 
I was refolved to have a cotillon upon the continent : 
I was briflc in my career. I left England on the 1 5th 
of Auguft, went over the Alps, reached Naples, few 
the Vefuvius, and eat my Michaelmas goofe in 

London. 

* " . • ■ " 

Careless. . 

Befides this, he goes to all the Aflemblies within 
jQxty miles of London. 

Sir Philip. 

Yes, I go to all : I call it facrificing to the Graces. 
Socrates the philofopher called it fo before me. 

Careless. - 

I Ibould like to fee the old philofopher turning out 
his toes* 

« 

Sir Philip. 

The old philofpher loved the elegant arts. And 

there was Scaliger — a great critic ! he danced a 

Pyrrhic dance,- — a dance well known to the ancients, 

^.—- to the aftonifliment of all Germany. We have 

\i\% own word for it. 

Wise- 
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'Wisely. 
And well they might be aftoniflied. 

Sir Philip. 
Why {6, Sir, why fo ? 

Careless. 
Very true. Knight. It is a noble exercife — 

Sir Philip. 

Give me your han4 : do you know Mifs Charlotte 
Cherry ? 

Careless. 
She is the youngeft daughter, is not Ihe ? — 

« 

Sir Philip. 

The fame. Sir : juft turned* of fourteen : I danced 
with her at the laft Aflembly at Sunning Hill. Was 
it not bold to undertake her fo young ? I can match 
.Hercules for labour in a country dance. I began 
the.minuets with my Lady Portfoken : a comely, re- 
fponfible woman my Lady Portfoken ! (he moves a 
minuet like a cathedral : indeed a flight accident 
happened. 

Careless. 
What was that ? 

Sir Philip. 

Why, Sir, as I was gliding along in the harnfio- 
tiicus movement- -you know my way— gliding 
along!- -an unlucky hook in th^.great branch under 

the middle of the room took a fancy to my wig. ' 

loft 
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Idft the honours of my headi but did not know it. I 
^moved on; the room tittered and laughed; I did 
not mind ; loft none of my dignity, and finifhed my 
dance before I made the difeovery. 

Careless. 
My dear Knight, an unlucky difafter. 

Sir Philip. 

Oh! no; nothing; a few lampoons, epigrams, 
and flight luteftring verfes for the fummer feafon flew 
about : I danced on, and arifwered them out of Ho- 
race, Nunc pde lih^ra^^ -Hey ! lads ! 

Careless. 
Very well. Knight ; an excellent repartee. 

Wisely. 

I think I heard ibmething of this from your 
daughter Harriet., 

Sir Philip. 

Ay! poor girl —Heigho ! (finks and rifes) fhedid 
not live long {turning out bis toes) never took to her 
dancing ; it was the death of her. 

Wisely. 

I beg pardon for mentioning her, fince it feems to 
grieve you fo much. 

Sir Philip, {in a minuet fief) 
It was a great fhock. 

Careless. 
But my favourite, your fon, I hope is well. 

Sia 
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Sir Philip. 

He IS at fchool at StockbridgCy but he leafns no- 
thing ; when he eomes home, I Ihall take care of his 
dancing nfiyfelf. 

Careless. 
Vive la dance. Sir Philip. 

Sir Philip. 

Ay, Sir, vive la dance. Well, you will be at tte 
Mafk : Wifely, . I fhall expeft you : you may go to 
town to-morrow. Be in at the diverfions of the 
place, man ; Carelefs, you won't fail ; Nunc pede li- 
bero — ToU-der-a, [ExiU 

Careless. 

Ha ! ha ! was there* evei; fuch a ridiculous charac-' 
*tcr? But not a word of Hortenfia. You fee it all 
depends upon fecref y. Take care of my pifturc ; 
yours — I muft follow the Knight. [Exit. 

Wisely, (alone) 

Yes, I fliall take care of the pifture. Succefsfid 
coxcomb ! how could he bring her to this ? 

* 

Enter Brazen. 

Brazen. 

The horfes arc put to, and the chaife is waiting. 

Wisely. 

Very well, Brazen : they may be put up again : 1 
ihan't leave Windfor to-day* 

t 

Bra- 



Brazin^ 
N<v your H6m>ur? 

Wisely* 
No : I have b^finef$ foe you, I have foun4 out 



my rival. 



Brazen. 



Joy, Sir, viftory ! To know him, is to defeat 
him. What's his name ? 

WiselV. • 
Cardef$. 

Bkazek. 

The gentleman I have heard you laugh at fq 
often ? I faw him go down ftrept yefterday evening ; 
— comely, well built,, good figure ! 

Wisely. 
Slave, villain ! — {collars him) 

Brazen. 
For Heaven^s fake. Sir, don't ftrangle me — 

Wisely. 
Rafcal ! he handfome ! — 

Brassn. 

That ih Sir — ^a little more tenderly on my wind- 
pipe— -that i$ to i^fy Sir-^not^ quite £o hard— he 
feems at a diftancc— a little too tight ftiU — but 
when you arc near him— »that will do. Sir- - -he looks 
quite another thing, and very unpromifing— 

Vol. II. U u Wisr- 
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s 

Wisely, 
What am I doing ? — The rage of jealoufy— ^ 

Lord) Sifj he will be nothing in our hands* 

Wisely. 
Weill rafcalj how to cbunterplot him i 

Brazen* 

Only think what you expeft of me. Sir : toftop 
the courfe of a river, a bird in the air, or a lawyer at 
Weftminfter, or thunder and lightning, or a poet 
repeating his own verfes, or a critic abufing them, 
or — in ftiort. Sir, any one of thefe things is eaficr 
than to filence a coxcomb of wit and parts* 

Wisely. 
Wit and parts^ villain ! 

« 

Brazen. 

Wit and parts to expofe himfelf: no real 
parts. 

Wisely. 
To the purpofe : — what muft be done ? 

Brazek. 

With fubmiffioHi Sir, lam but a poor, ingenious 
good clever kind of a fdlow. Who pretend tone 
more than a tolerable fhare of morher-fenfey to obey 
the happier talents of my maftcr. 

- . Wis*- 



Wisely. 

Oh ! Hoittniat> lo favour t})i» poxcomb^ and fend 
mc a letter of difmiffion^ in fiich abrupt terms ! 
{reads) " To liften any longer to your addrefles, 
** when I cannot comply with them, would be un- 
*' generous. I muft; therefore, by this letter, which 
*' will be my laft, wilh you all happinefs, and freely 
*' declare I never can be yours;- -Hortenfia." I can- 
hot lofe l^r thus! — ^a lu^ky thought J Pfl fendf^tljis 
letter under x cover direded to Cardfersf*-~R!ght 1 
right !-— and this fnufF-box fliatl be ccJnVfeyed back fo 
Hortenfia. Well, hit off! Brazen, I have work for 
you. 
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BrAZ£N4 

The more the better. Sir ; I love an aftive cam- 
paign. ' 

V • - 

' • • Wisely. 

Follow me this moment : can you procure: a li- 
tcry from one of Carelefs's fervants ? 

Brazen. 

I can give one of them his dofe of liquor, arid 
then — 

Wisely. 

That will do: tome this way: FU give you 
your inftruftions : an admirable projcdt this, to fup- 
plant my rival, — to alarm Hortenfia, —to throw 
them all intotcanfoiion, to— This way Biazen: Hor- 
tenfia fiiU is mine. 

Mm4 ^f tbi FIRST ACT. 

U u 2 ACT 
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Enter Lvcikoa 4»</JJoRtBKsiA. 

I 
• • • 

MY dear Hort«ifi% 1 aoi a^pniihed at jou: 
how can you be fo caj^iow ?r«^This i& cariy- 
tng It too far: xh^^nmhmn in a lieide raiUeiy. 

HORTENSIA. 

Won't you allow me to be de«>cr in my own 
fccrcts, than any body dfc can pretend to be ? 

LuCINDA, 

By no means : we are all very ingenious in de- 
ceiving ourfelves : our paffions wear fo many am- 
ujng difguifcs, we^ hardly know them* Spleen Ihall 
pafs for wit i avarice for oecbnomy j and the love of 
a man (hall often be thought nothing more than pure 
friendfhip, or perhaps a mere delight in hearing our 
own praife. 

HoRTENSIA, 

So that if I fufFer a civil thing to be faid to m 

JhQ^pleafurc I, feel from the complimept, converts it- 
elf ir^tp a liking of the man'j pcffoh, 

« 

Inftaiitly, and almcfft imperceptibly to ourfcltwi 
and when we think we are putting him off with cold 
delay, it; is> at the, bottom* but mere coquetry to 
draw him on the more : Jikfc playing with edge toobi 
till we cut ourfelve$, 

- . HoR- 
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HftKTtlUJA. 

StiU TjoI not W6uDd«(L 

LuCINDA. 

FU lay you a pot -of coffee -you have your (econd 
huftyandj b^ore I yield to th^ Bjr^* 

'. . . . •- 

HORTENSIA. 

You will lofe : there it no Mom to infer any thing 
0f dris|brt,6¥»M mycQrtdu^t : ; . . 



f » 



I beg your pardon : there is in your ferious p^of^ 
a demure love of pleafure, which we giddy creatures 
never come up to. We receive flight impreflions, 
and flight hiipreflrons wear away,- and evapei^te in 
the whirl of fancy. Now you are a young widow ^ 
you grieve for the lo^s erf" your hufband, and grief is 
Tery amorouft, my dear. 

HORTENSIA. 

Mighty well : this rattleTeems to pleafe you : but 
let me tell you, the man who prevails with me, muft 
Jiarc extraordinary merit, 

LUCINDA, ' ; 

• • • • 

There again now ! another of the mafquerade ha- 
bits our paflions wear i — ^when you are in love with 
a*maQ*5 perfiSn^ ^ou fancy it i^ a refined efte^mlfor 
jMCftcrit, 



<% •• 



. • H0RT£NSIA. 

t> fy> Lucinda !— • 

* m 
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O fy, hypocrite ! — I protcft, I did ftot dsitikabriflc 
widow fo unlettered in matters of lovc^ 

HoRTSlfSiA. 

Oh t a few lechires on the fubjcft ff oni Mr, Carci^ 
lefs will much improve a young lady's ideas. 



• • » • 



LVCINOA. 

That's right : do you know — ^Well,^"**^! adoi€ i 

my own cafe upon the occafion — I forgot to tdl | 

you- -Every thing is quite at an end between mc and | 

Carelcfs^ 

V HORTENSIA. 

You .amaze me : was not the wedding-day fixed I 

m 

Lucinda: 

Yes, I was under fentence of matrimony> but htf 
has lent me a reprieve. He is going lo be inarricd 
to another. 

HoRTENSIA, 

To another ! no woman of delicacy would lito 
to him, confidering how far matters have been car- 
ried with you. 

Lucindaa 
Oh ! if there is any body fo iAclir\ed> the difpntc 
between her love and her delicacy will not laft long* 
— Delicacy may talk of nice points of honour, but 
that will only reacb th<^ hc^d^ while every iyllabic 
from that fly urchin Love, will mal;e W& way dlteSij 
to the heart j and while Delicacy is reading IcAurcs, 
liOtre will perluadc, and fo the bulinefs is over. But 
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^ray, my dear, have Aoc ytni heard that Careleft and 
I have dpdared off? 

HORTENSIA. 

I, my dear t — I hope (afiJe) &€ does not fufpcA 
xne — no ; I have heard nothing : — how can you afk mc 
fuch a qucftion ? I am not in a courfc of town news. 

LuCINDA. 

Well ! let us change the fubjeA. The nian is not 
worth a moment's thought* His indifcretion i$ the 
fmalleft of his faylts. 

HoRTENSIA* 

Give me your h^nd, Lucinda. If the falfe man 
deferts you, fliew yourfclf a girl of fpirit upon the 
occaiion. To truft him, is taking up water with a 
fieve : fo refolve at once to look down with fcom 
both on him, and the proud beauty, who values her- 
felf for the conqueft. Wifh her joy of her bargain, 
and think no more about him. 

s 

Enter Brazen, in a livery^ 

Brazek. 

Madam Hortenfia, my matter pre fcnts his com- 
pliments. 

HORTENSIA. 

To me ! — who is your matter ? 

Brazjin.. 

Mr.Carelefs, Madam: uppn confulting his heart, 
he finds his inclinations fixed elfewhere, upon Ma- 
dam Lucinda. {bows to her) I endeavoured to fof- 
ten his proud heart — *^ Wont you confider. Sir, 

"that 
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^* that Madam Hortenfiat' taa pritzxs^/gfit^tx y9^ 
** every kind of encouragement?" 

How ! how ! how ! — ^This is worth hearing. 

Brazen. 

Rafcal, fays my Mailer^ do as I bid you^ and fo 
off* he bruflied to the tune of an old fong^ 

LUCINDA. 

Oh I ho ! ho ! this is worth all the difcoveries of 
all the philofophers for a thoulknd years. 

HORTENSIA. 

Who bribed you. Sir, to be guilty of this rudenefs? 
^ucinda, I affure you — 

LuCINDA. 

And fo, you are the happy lady ? 

HORTENSIA. 

ft 

Nay, if you won't give me leave to fpeak — Be- 
gone, Sir, this moment : I know nothing of your 
maften 

Brazen. 

Before I go. Madam, permit me to return the pre-? 
fent you made my mailer s this faufF-box here, with 
your pifture in it — 

Lucinda. 
Her pifturc too ! — let me fee, let me fee. 

HOR- 



CO ME BY.'- 3J7 

* * • • • 

HoRTENSiA, (fnatcbes it.) 
No, Madam, it is not my pi<5ture« 

Brazek. 

Carry back her fnuff-box, fays he, and as I have 
done it a mifchicf, ^f fhe will get it mended, and 
fend in her bill, I will pay the damage, 

LUCINDA, 

Oh ! ho ! ho ! I fhall dies I Ihall die- 

HORTENSIA. 

Vexation !— -this abfurd man. {ajide) 

Brazen. 

Any commands for my mafter. Madam ? 

HoRTENSIA, . 

No more of your impertinence. 

» Brazen. 

So I Ihall tell my mafter, Madam — Well done 
Brazen j you are a great officer in this bufinefs— - 

: ^ [Exit. 

LUCINDA. 

The man who prevails with you, muft havie extra- 
ordinary merit — Oh ! ho ! ho ! 

HORTENSIA. 

Let me tell you, there is no argument in a laugh. 

LUCINDA. 

Very trucj J will command myfclf— -Do you 
Vol. IL X x know 
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know (Jiifling a laugh) that I was weak enough to 
imagine, that no wbniaft of. deltcwy Xf^ll fiifiing a 
laugb) — confidering — confidering how far - {burjts 
into a laugh) niattcrs HaVc been carried with tne — 
Oh ! ho ho !~ 

HdRfiHsrA. "^ 

• ftiirWf! 4iftr»^iort !— Will ydti llfteH? '^ 

LUCINDA, 

To truft him, i$ taliing up water with a fievc. ^ 

HoRTENSlAr 

Infupportable 1-=^— I will not ftay to bcinful^ed 
x\iViS-^"(gQing) ' tf'yoUwilt but Jiearniefbra rfiO> 
ment-^x * . . J V 

I can look down with, fcpro cm the proud beauty--^ 

'ttbRtENalA. .... J 

O very welU-^your .jferyant-— \Exit^ 

LuciAbA. (dl0te) 

.. Ai^d has your ^neas left you*? Poordifconib- 
late Dido ! — Oh ! - 1 feel my heart much lighter. 
Certainly, revenge is j^« ruling paflion of every fc- 
poale brcaft : >it i3 the fecond paflion, at Jeaft. Bvitr*^ 
ftay—- -ftay- -:-ftay. What is to be donfe ?-— what's ta 
be done ?-r..-Shall I,— to complete my tri\iirtph,--"2 
give my hand to Carelefs ?-.-- -Why,—- Revenge fays^ 
Yes : -but Love* ftily whifpers, — ^Have jaot you a^- 
irH tendre for Mr. BelliStltl .^—1 dbn*t know whM to 
fay to that ?T--Let me examine myfelf — How fay 
you my heart ? {lays 'her hii^d' to her breaft)-^rYo\i 
Ihall true ^nfv/Qr ^ake to ^\ fuch cjUeftkm* is ffiall 

86 
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be aflced oF you. — Ah ! — thofc flutterings arc fufpi- 
cious. — Eyes, how fay yoti^ — We have feen the 
gentleman — But is that all? Have not you in- 
dulged in many a ftolcn glance, and have not you 
gazed with pleafuFe on hiAi ? — It is too true :—^ 
4^ipsi, wihac 4q yojti fay ? — Why th^ gentkm«m has 
.rudely forced » kife* W»d though we forbade him— > 
* , Forbid him !T--dQn^.t equivocate. -— H^ve not you 
;b?.en.pl.eafed wul\ his rudei?^ ?-r-Gwi]ty: — Guilty. 
— Whit fay my hands?.— Wliea h.e hts drawn ia 
glove on you (looking at one hand) — or, when he has 
clalped you ( looking Mt ber othMr band) to lead me to- 
my coach — Ah ! thofe trciBhlings were a.foft fywip- 
tom 1 fear.— Ears — Oh ! they were delighted with 
his flattery — I muft c^U no n>ore witnefles : fairly in 
for it. — Wejl, but ^yTiat muft be done ? — Hortenfia 
•will be fp picqved if I marry Carelefs : yes,' and ^ 
will Carelcfs, if I marry Bellfield. One match h^s 
been talked 4>f 3 fa faaa tfaex)ther.. I Jiaye jcoquetted 
on this fide : fo I have on that. I am in a fine con- 
dition ; Revenge and Lave have got poor weak wp- 
.man'si y^UI between them, and they he,^ k about like 
a fhuttle-cock, to and fro, backwards and forwards ; 
tick, tackfi and p;i -which fide \x. will fail. Heaven 
only knows, ' . , 

Enter Careless. 

CiUtitESs* (repeating) 

Bleft as th' immortal Gods is he, . • 
The youth who fondly—- 

_Hey ! Lucinda het-e !— poor gifl 1-r-flie may now 
Jet her cap at me in vain, 

YjQU wretch what brings you ?-r-Could not yoU 
"ftty rill the game was out ? — You have interrupted 
fuch a battle about yourfclf* 

X X ^- Car£^ 
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Careless. 
About mc! 

LUCINDA. 

Yes, my hc^ and my heart were at open war a- 
bout you, but you would not let them fight it 'Out. 
Well, rU retire to iblitude, and let them go to cuffs 
again. In my abfence, I fuppofe, my charadter will 
be finely handled by you. 

Careless. 
Madam, your charafter — 

LUCINDA. . 

Is a ftrange one ; I know that is what you will 
fay i have you no fcraps and ends of verfe ? 

^' Mojt women have no cbaraSter at ally 

Careless. 
You will prove an exception to the general rule— - 

LuciNDA. {repeating affectedly) 
" Matter too /oft a lafting mark to tear** — 

Careless. 

Wound up, I fee, to your ufual extravagance of 
fpirit. 

LUCINDA. 

That's a fault that will mend you know. My 
fpirits in time will be under due reftraint, as flowers 
contract with the fetting fun. 

4 

Care^ 
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Careless. 

And folly will ftill encreafe, as Ifaadows lengthen 
with the fetting fun, 

LUCINDA. 

Satyrical Carelefs ! But you fhould not have faid 
that to my face. Would not that do better for your 
friends at the tavern ? And La Jeunefle, the frtfmr^ 
would not he be a proper perfon to hear your fc- 
crets ? 

Careless* 

La Jeunefle ! — He has not {afide) repeated any 
thing, I hope — Another of your wild flights ! Why 
you mount like a pheafant— rWhur ! 

LUCINDA. 

And do you vainly hope to bring me down ? 

Careless.- 
The gun of wit may reach you ; take care, 

LUCINDA. 

But you have not eflate enough in Parnafius to en- 
title you to kill game^ 

Careless. 

You fliine. Ma'am, and it is a pity you have not 
^ train of beaux to edify by aU this, 

LuCINDA, 

You frighten them away :. let the fruit be efer fo 
fine, the birds will not nibble, when there is a fcare- 
<jrow at hand. 

Care- 
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f Dh I you want no ^fljftwce to difperA: fh^m* A 
lover with you has as bad a timj5 .a5 a popr Min)^. m 
a philofopher's air-puiTip : when your falfe refine- 
ments are too thin forhim to feibfift upon, you let in 
'h litile fubft^ntial ^ir pf coniinon; fcnfe^ merely to 
^have the pleafur? of rarifying aH away ag^in, ^nd fo 
.kave a poor deluded fellow panting ibr his ^xiftencc 



LuciNbA/ 
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By way of experiment, you know, one does a num- 
ber of things— -Oh !-2^y4wf experiment to-day was , 
the very heft thai eVer was fejeardofl" 1 iniift lapgh 
^th yxMJ, though you dQo'«;^?(ef« -it^ 



Careless, 
What are you drirfrig at ? ' 



LUCINDA. 



And your fcrvanf {d^yed liis part with fiich ad- 
dreis, ^nd the did fo bite her lips with vexation. 

Carblcss. 

. . .1 am jn a wo^d here : unriddle pray,. . . 

« ■ , « 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! — you have fecn her fince, perhaps, and made 
Mp the quarwrl. , • - 



^ k 



Careless. 

May I never have the fan of enraged beauty lifted 
to n^ throat* if I under ftand one word of all tl>i.». 

LUCINDA* 

. T^ don't underftand ? Then FU* leave you to 

rncdi. 



A. c o M E:;Br Y. r:T 3^^ 

meditate upon it, and fo Til go and prepare for the 
Mafquerade, . — *'' lExit. 

Careless. 

A rhonneur — HowJthdt ptiity face will fret itfelf 
int6 a thoitfaAd "Wrinkles^ wH^n flif» h^rs of H<;r* 

tenfia! , 

• • • ... 7 

EnUr Bellfielo ami Blunt. 

BELLFtfeLD. 

I have been in qucft of you. Sir. 

Careless^ 
WhaC, with that that frozen face of -care ? - - - 

Bellfield, 

My bufinefs is ferious: th4t gentleman is in your 
fecrets, and will, I fuppofcj be your friend upon the 
occafion : chufe your weapon. Sir. 

Careless* 
Laconic !-r-for what f Explain tht caufe. 

BfiLLFlELD. 

The iaufe o^ injured beauty^, injured innoceiflrcj^ 
and violated honor. 

Careless,' ' 

Still lam in the, dark 

B'ELLFrtLt)- . , 4. 

Lucinda! docs light breajc in upon you now? 
You chofe your companions well, when you could 
traduce her to fuch a powder-puff is Ija J^uncffiS 
'"^ ^ ^ Blunt^ 
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Blunt, 
I forcfaw this, ififidc) 

Carbiess. 

I am glad you are fo well with thelady^ as to be- 
come her champion. 

Bellpield. 

I have the applaufe of my own heart for it. Every 
honed man is concerned^ when calumny draws a tear 
from the foft eye of injured beauty. 

Careless. 

If I have injured the lady, I beg her pardon, but 
firike me ftupid if I can marry her. 

Bellfield. 

The lady. Sir, is worthy of — not marry her ! 
Why not ? Explain yourfelf. 

Careless. 
Would you compel me into a marriage ? 

Bellfield. 
Compel ! no— 'fdeath ! what am I about ? {afide) 

Carbless. 
It is impoffible : I am engaged to Hortenfia. 

Blunt, {(ifide) 
Fool ! blockhead I madman ! 

Bellfield. 

Engaged to Hortenfia ? 

Care 



* ^ 
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FoA^^y^ %Kdi dete!nfiiiied>: the ^akx" is fent 

I 

Bellfiild. 

p 

Carelefs, give me* your hand. Thou art an honcft 
fellow.— I challenge you j-*-yoU have dfynt EAieinda 
no injury, and fo I fhall tell her. Hey ! here ihe 
monies, and Sir Philip, alid — ^ 

Eftier Sm Philip, Lvcinda, Hortensia. 

Sir Philtf; (finging) 

Lads for (bame !' not ready for the Mifk ? Care* 
lelsj I have made a new dance, iince I f^w you. 

Careless^. 

You employ your time tq advantage.. Blunt, 
mind Hortenfia:. how fte frowns upon me! — fhc 
carries it witk.difcretion, docs not Ihe ? 

Lvcinda. 

They take no notice of each other, but I will em* 
brmj.them. C^/:;^-Sir Philip, Mr. Carfelefs has 
fo peftbred me with fine things, and has' talked of 
tender pain, and pleafing anguifh, and— 

H^i^C^Iefs^! {jffide) 

Careless-; (fe Bellfield) 
NeVer-nwftd her : flie^is pleafed to be merry. 

ft 

Vot. II. Y y Lu- 
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Lucinda; 

, .: Tha$.air of irtdiffewiice i- : , Hoftenjfia^ th^; wretch 
was down on his knees, fighing, vowing, and prot;eftr 
ing that he loved me, and only nie, 



J ' 



HORTIKNSIA,, . .., 

Falfe;, perfidious man 1 J (afide) 



* « « ■ 
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Are you aftiamed of your paflion for a fine WQ^ 



man? 



Sir Philip, 
Rcfufc to be his partner at Sunning -Hill. - 

HORTENSIA. 

p.efufe to be his partner eyery where* 

Careless; 

Bleflings on her difcretion ! — ^Blunt, (he does not 
pretend the leaft regard for me. (a/iaej 



* • \ 



HoRTENSIA* 

Come, Lucinda, wefhall.be too late— the ball 
begins prefently. \Exit. 

Lucinda, 

Mr. Bell field, won't you fquire us ? 

\fixit .wi$b BcUficld. 

Sir Philip* 

That's right; make you ready. .Carelefs, dif- 
patch i we fhall want you in my new dance. I heard 



bad ncviSyrznd.'So' I rompbfcd it ;to dah6eaway 
thought. .• ; \ 






Hahg him i a txaubicfonie ccMCcomb, *c.(^uie) 

-»» - 

Sir pHiLrf. 

All life; all vivacity : foot it at top, caft off two 
couple, foot it afJjottomj.' dance corners, crbfi over, 
turn your partnl^r, right haiid and left. :» • - « - 

•; ' (Jings atifi'thnfciih^awayy 

♦ - ^ ^ w * 

Careless. 
%• 

My affairs are in a fine' train you fee. We have 

both fhewn our pnjdence'i v' -ri v . • 

. BLU^^T% - 

You'll be' und6ne* .'"^-^ 



1 . . . 
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Careless.-* J 
Sufpicioiis- to the laft. Wiiom have we here ? 



ICK 

r 
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CaR^^ess. »« V , 

Hortenfia's livery ! — this is a meflfage from her* . 

BrazjilN:^. 

Madam Hortenfia ord^ped^me to deliver this 

letter into your own hand's, Sin 

•" 

Careless-^ 

A letter! Tet mcprefs It'^clofc, ' {kijing /V)-^ 

Y y 2 Here, 
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Here, fnetid» ;a reward (or your diSgmocl (guMf 
bim money) You may wait an anfwer. 

I i^^rt not A17, Ski femecjrttthc word: I-ihuft 
be gone'. [Exit. 

Cariless* 

Vi^ufee I am m btgh iayoofi And hatt, hfere is 
a proof of my. approaclufig joya. {cfns the ktitr) 
Now'*^-4i aw- ■ ( yyo^) cannot comply— Ungenerous 
—be my laft; — never — ^yours — (Jimids in cmfUfion) 

BtUNT* 

What's the matter now ? 

Careizsis* 

I never was fb let down in all mf dftySb 

Bluwt. {taking the letter) 

A proof of y-our approa.ching joys I ( rea4s) 
To liften any longer to your addrejfes^ when I cannct 
comply with them^ would be ungenerous. I muff, 
•* tberefdre, hy this letter, which will he my laft, wijb 
*' you all bappinefs, and freely declare I never can he 

*' yours. Horienfia*^ ^Your affairs are in a 6nc 

train ! 

Carbiess. 
This muft be fbme bufy intermeddlcr* 

Blunt. 

Your own tongue has intermeddled* 

* " ■■* 

Carb^ 



cc 
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CaREL1S3. 

Hell ahd cohfufion l-^-^what does all this mean - 
I never ihall be able to ihew my face : my friends 
will blame me, my enemies will rejoice, and every 
female tongue will clack, clack. — I'll meet her at 
the mafk : this ihall be explaihed. That's what flie 
means : it will be a renewal of love : Blunt, 1 Ihall 
iucceed ftilL Come, bur drefles are at hand : and 
from this moment not one unguarded word (hall 
efcape me. [Exeunt* 

Scene, an Apartment at Sir PhiiipV* 
Enter Sir Philip, Wisely, Bellfield* 

Sir Philip^ {in ahiinnet fiep) 

Ybii amaze me, Mr. Wifely* Carelefs fdrm a 
defign upon my wife ! 

Wis|Ly, 
The pl6t lies as 1 tell you. 

Sir Philip* (turning cut bis toes) 
This is enough to put a man otit of tune.. 

Wisely. 

Be direfted by me, and you (hall have full |>r6o( 
:uid at the &me time prevent the mifchief. 

Sir Philip, (dancing) 
I never wasfd dilconcerted in all my dayfi^ 

BfU* 



\» 
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Bellfieldu 

Your lown eyes, your own ears fhall Convince you* 
Wifely (qfide to him) rU ftcp andite if lludndaii 
ready. 






Wisely, (a/ide to 'Bellvi^ld) 
Does Ilie enter witji fpirit into tli^ iTcheme ? 



~ A 

Bellffield. 






Moft chearfully : the frolick pleafes her of all 
things : (he is dreffed by this time. 

Wisely. 

Step and fpeak to her once more. \_Exii BellfieldJ 
The folly of this man. Sir Philip, has put it in my 
power to do you this fervice. Hark! he comes 
thisv/ay: I know his drefs. 

Sir PmLip, 

And here comes my wife to meet him : 1 know 
her drefs. (rifmg and Jinking) * ■ - - . -j^ . 

WiselV. 

Place yourfelf In this bow window: Tiriet down 
the curtain : you may hear altunfecn and unfufpedt- 
^di^quick, difpatchj this will fave you fromdifho- 



nourA 
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Sii^ Philip. , 
/• ...» 

I fhall be ever jthank'ful to you. ^^ _ 

■ (walksitraTnliiueiJtepj 



•i*-3 
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Wisely". ^\:('l£fit)t'g'dbwH the curtain) 

Now, this is'-tKev^iy crifis of your fortune. So; 
I have ftationed him, and now to find Hortenfia. 

. ' • - ..... » 

JE/^/^fr CARELEiss and l^uci^D. Ay at oppi^fite doors^ and 

both majked. 

. • . : , .. Carxle^s. {unmajking) 

Her Ladyfhip is^ true to tcr appointnacnt.— My 
Lady Figure -In, ^this is gen^roua indeed. ... 

■ 

LUCINDA. 

The ball-room is quite full, (in a feigned voice) 

Careless.- 

We are fafe here : nobody will come this way. 
You may throw off all reftraint : let me hear the 
accents of your own fweet voice. 



• • • 



LUCINDA. 

No ^ I love to praftife. ^ 

•* Sir Philip.' (psepingX 
I neyer knew fuch treachery. ' ' . 

•Careless. 

' The opportunity is now favourable to our rhntual 
Jbves : you have encouraged me to hope for one 
}cind moment, and in return 1 here, vow eternal con- 
flancy and love, 

Sir 
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You (hall daiTice (q anpiher tune pivfciitly^ 

LUCINDA. 

How can I believe you, when you are upon the 
very brink of n^aniage with Lucinda? 

r 

Careless. 

Lucinda! that will never be.— -Marry her! a 
giddy infolent, who over-rates both her beauty and 
her fortune— -But flie never was to niy taftej I affiiic 
you. 

You have had a lucky efcape : her charafter^ I 
fear» is not without a blemiih. 

Cahejues^. 

Mere l>roken china: but fhe^pafches^ itup> and 
turns the beft fide to view, in order to conceal the 
flaw. ^ 

Lucinda. ^ 

I am glad you know, her: but then, Hortenfia 
will feduce you from me. 

Careless. 

She will be of no inconvenience to our happioefs. 
I begin to know her too : an artful, fly, defisning, Sr 
morous widow': flie occafioned the death of her firit 
hu/band, and that is no encouraging ciitumftance to 
a fecond. 

Six 
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Sir Ptiftip. (p^ing) 
Such a villain never cntertd a gentleman^6 houlcv 

LvcmoA* 

I am very faint all of; a; luddw : the heat has over- 
powered me 2 draw up that curtain, and give me a 
little air. 

Careless. 
(drawing up the curkiiiiand looking at her) 

Youf Ladyfliip will be well in a moment. Sir 
Philip will be bufy among the mafks ; he will never 
fufpeft us, and if he ihould, he will dance away his 
horns. He will facrifice to ' the graces, (making 
faft the firings he fees Sir Philip) Confufion ! 

. [IValks away. 

Sir Philip, (following him) 

r Mr. Carelefs^ this is the vileft proceeding ; the 
bafeft ufage. Sir; — themoft ungenerous defign— it 
lets me all on fire, (dancing) 

Careless. 
I am blown : what fhall I dp now ? 

Sir Philip. 

I did not think you capable of this perfidy : nof 
did I think your Ladyfhip fuch a Jezabel : come, 
fhew your face. Madam, and let me fee how guilt be- 
comes it. 

LuciNDA. {unmajking) 
How innocence becomes it. 

Vol. II. Z 2 Sir 
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Sir Philip. 

■ 

Lucinda all this time ! 

k 

Ca RILES S. 

. Ay ! more misfortunes, (afide) 

Sir Philip. 
And my wife innocent ! 

LucmoA. 

Yes, ftie is innocent : fhewas willing to let you fee 
the honour of your friend there : I ani forry you 
have found a flaw in my character, Mr. Carelefs. 

Careless. 
Ideferve it all. (ajide) 

Lucinda. 

And was you fo kind as to flatter me with hopes ? 
Oh ! ho ! ho ! 

Enter Wisely and Bellfield. 

« 

Both.' 
Your humble fervant> Mr. Carelefs. 

Car;eless. 
A fwarm of enemies upon me at once ! 

Sir Philip, (dancing up to him) 
You fee what a falfe ftep you have made. 

Care- 
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' Careless. 



SSS 



I fhall take an opportunity to explain d\\, and 
for the prefcnt — ^I — {going) 

Enter Hortensia and Blunt. 

Careless. 
She too here ! all my ill liars combined ! 

liUCINDA.' 

Hortenfia^ here has been fuch a difcovery ! 

Hortensia. 

I have heard it all, my dear, 

... . , , 

Careless. 

I cannot ftand it : — this is not a proper time — I 
Ihall now take my leave — {going) 

Hortensia. (ftopping him) 

Your prcfcnce is neceffary : ypu fhall be witnefs to 
an aft of juftice : Mr. Wifely, I acknowledge the 
errors of my conduft, and if my pifture in this box 
can be acceptable 



Wisely. 
Say, you give your heart with it, 

CARBiiE^$, 

. As to that fnuff bpx, if yoy will but permit mc to 
fpcak-— 

Z z HoR- 
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HORTKNSIA. 

No explanations: you have betrayed mej and that 
determines eVfery thing. 

LuCINDA. 

*. • . - . , . 
And Mr, Wifely reaps the juft reward of his fc- 

crecy : Mr. Carelefsj I haye »been a very tyrant to 

your friend Bellfield : my airs are top thip for a lover 

to fubfift upon, and fo now, I -11 let in a littfe (JoWtmon 

fenfc to keep him alive, {gives her band) 

Thus I am hleffed indeed. 

Sir Philip. 

- * ^ 

Poor Carelefs ! he has had his devil's dance^ an4 
now he pays the piper. 

Ati,. 
Ha! ha! ha! 

» . ■ • 

Carex^ss. 

You may all laugh : I fball l^ve you in pofleiliQa 
of your mirth : I ihall drap no mi^ of my future 
fchemes ; I fhall fet out for the CQuntryj an4 in 4 few 
day« you may, perhaps, read in the Bath Journal— 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! brave ! a fievc to th6 Very laft, 

. The Bath Journal, did he fay ?-^I haVe known 
them dance fixty couple at Bath. *"" 



r * 
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Careless. 

Wifely, you have been at the bottom of all this : I 
deferve it for putting myfelf in your power . Spare 
your reproaches, Blunt; I have been a very filly 
feUow: but fince matters are come to this iflue, I 
have the confolation to feel, — whatever may have 
been my indifcretions, that I am above a felfifh and 
ungenerous charafter : — I fcorn a bafe aftion as much 
^ any man in England. 

The Carelefs Indifcrpet . (this day has fhewn) 
1$ No Ones Enemy, Except his Own. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



THE following fcenes were offered to the 
Public in January 17645 but a party of that 
fpecies of critics, whom the love of mifchief fome- 
times affembles at the theatre, being unwilling to 
hear, the piece was damned. Mr. Lewis, of Covent 
Garden Theatre, had the courage to revive it for his 
benefit in March 1776, with an alteration of the 
title, and it has been fince frequently repeated with 
luccefs, A fimilar incident happened to Voltaire 
at Paris. That writer, in the year 1734, produced 
a tragedy, intitled Adelaide du Guesclin, which 
was hifled through every aft. In 1765, Le Kain, 
an aftor of eminence, revived the play, which 
had lain for years under condemnation. Every 
fcene was applauded.. VYh^t can I think, fays Vol- 
taire, of thefe oppofite judgments? He relates 
the following anecdote. A banker at Paris had or- 
ders to get a new march compofed for one of the re- 
giments of Charles XIL He employed a man of 
talents for .the purpofe. The march was prepared, 
and a praftice of it had at the banker's houfe before 
a numerous aflcmbly. The mufic was found deteft- 
able. Mouret (that was the compofer's name) re- 
tired with his performance, and foon after inferted 
it in one of his operas. The banker and his friends 
went to the opera : the march was univerfally ad- 
mired. Ah, fays the banker, that^s what we wanted: 
why did not you give us fome thing in this tajie ? Sir, 
replied Mouret, the march, which you now ap- 
plaud, is the very fame that you condemned 
before. 
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ACT the 4^ I R S T. 

Enter Woodley and Dimity. 

DiMtTY. 

1 po ! — ^no fuch thing : I tell you, Mr. Wood- 
ley, you arc a mere novice in thefe affairs. 



Woodley. 

Nay, but liflen to reafon, Mrs. Dimity : has not 
your mafter, Mr. Drugget, invited me down to his 
country-feat ? has not he promifed to give me his 
daughter Nancy in marriage ? and with what pre- 
tence can he now break off? 

Dimity. 

What pretence ! — ^you put a body out of all pa- 
tience. Go on your own way, Siri my advice is 
loft upon you. 

Woodley. 

You do me injufticc, Mrs. Dimity. Your advice 
has governed my whole conduft. Have not I fixed 
an intereft in the young lady's heart ? 

• • - 

Dimity. 

An intereft in a fiddleftick ! — You ought to have 
made fure of the father and mother. What, do you 
think the way to get a wife, at this time of day, is 
by Ipeaking fine things to the lady you have a f^ncy 

fox? 
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for ? That was the praftice, indeed ; but things 
are altered now. You mutt addrefs the old peopk. 
Sir J and never trouble your head about your mif- 
trcfs. None of your letters, and verfes, and foft 
looks, and fine Ipeeches, — *' Have compaffion, thou 
angelic creature, on a pj^r dying" — Pfliaw ! ftufF! 
nonfenfe ! all out of falhion. Go your ways to the 
old curmudgeon, humour his whims—-" I ftiall e- 
ftecm it an honour, Sir, to be allied to a gentleman 
of your rank and tafte." " Upon my word, he's a 

pretty young gentleman." ^Then wheel about to 

the mother : " Your daughter, ma'am, is the very 
model of you, and I fhall adore her for your fake-*' 
*• Here, come hither, Nancy, take this gentleman 
for better for worfe." *' La, mama, I can never 
confent." — " I Ihould not have thought of your 
confent : the confent of your relations is enough : 
why, how now, hufley !" So away you go to 
church; the knot is tied ; an agreeable honey-moon 
follows ; the charm is then diflblved s you go to all 
the clubs in St. James's ftreet ; your lady goes to 
the Coterie ; and, in a little time you both go to 
Doftor's Commons ; the Morning Poji difplays you 
in black and white ; Poets Comer treats you with a 
ballad or an epigram i your friends pity you ; the 
town laughs at you ; the lawyers abufc you ; and if 
faults on both fides prevent a divorce, you quarrel 
like contrary elements all the reft of your lives ; 
that's the way of the world now. 

WOODLEY. 

But you know, my dear Dimity, the old couple 
have received every mark of attention from me. 

Dimity. 

Attention ! to be fure you did not fall afleep in 
their company; but what then ? You Ihould have 

en- 
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entered into their charafters, play'd with their hu- 
mours, and facrificed to their abfurdities. 

WOODL^Y. 

But if my temper is too fran k 



Dimity. 

Frank, indeed ! yes, you have been frank enough 
to ruin yourfelf. Have not you to do with a ribh 
old fliopkeepcr, retired from bufinefs with an hun^ 
dred thouland pounds in his pocket, to enjoy the 
duft of the London road, which he calls living in 
the country ? and yet you muft find fault with his 
fituation ! What if he has made a ridiculous gim- 
crack of his houfe and gardens ? you know his heart 
is fet upon it j and could not you have commended 
histafte? But you muft be too frank 1 " Thofe 
walks and alleys are too regular : thofe evei greens 
ihould not be cut into fuch fantaftic fhapes." — ^And 
thus you advife a poor old mechanic, who delights 
in every thing that's monftrous, to follow nature. 
Oh, you arc likely to be a fuccefsful lover ! 

, WOODLEY. 

But why fhould I not fave a father-in-law from 
being a laughing -ftock ? 

Dimity. 
Make him your father-in-law firft. 

WoODLEY. 

Why, he can't open his windows for the duft : he 
ftands all day, looking through a pane of glafs, at the 
<arts and ftage-coaches, as they pafs by, and he calls 
that living in the frelh air, and enjoying his own 
thoughts. 

Dimity. 
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Dimity, 

And could not you let him go on his own way ? 
You have ruined yourfelf by talking fenfe to him; 
and all your nonfenfe to the daughter won't make a- 
mends for it. And then the mother ; how have you 
played your cards in that quarter ? She wants a 
tinfel man of fafliion for her fecond daughter. 
** Don't you fee (fays Ihe) how happy my eldeft 
girl is made by her match with Sir Charles Rackett ? 
She has been married three entire weeks, and not fo 
much as one angry word has pafled between them ! 
Nancy Ihall have a man of quality too." 

WOODLEY. 

And yet I know Sir Charles Rackett perfcftly 
well. 

Dimity, 

Yes, fo do I i and I know he'll make his lady 
wretclied at laft. But what then ? You (hould 
have humoured the old folks : you Ihould have been 
a talking empty fop to the good old lady ; and to 
the old gentleman, an admirer of his tafte in garden- 
ing.* But you have loft him: he is grown fond of 
this beau Lovelace, who is here in the houfe witk 
him : the coxcomb ingratiates himfclf by flattery, 
and you're undone by tranknefs. 

• 

Woodley. 
And yet, Dimity,! won*t defpair. 

Dimity. 

Aqd yet you have reafon to delpair, a million of 
reafons : to-morrow is fixed for the Wedding-day ; 
§ir Charles and his lady are to be here this very 
' * ^ niffhti 
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night ; tfacy arc engaged, indeed, at a great rout in 
town, but they take a bed here, notwithftanding^ 
The family is fitting up for them ; Mr. Drugget 
will keep you all in the next room there, till they ar- 
rive J to-morrow the bufinefs is over ; and yet you 
don*t defpair ! — Hulh ! hold your tongue ; here 
comes Lovelace, and Mr, Drugget with him ; ftep 
in, and I'll devife fomething, Iwarrant you. [^Exi0- 
Woodley.] The old folks Ihall not have their own 
way. It is enough to vex a body, to fee an old fa- 
ther and mother marrying their daughter as they 
plcafe, in fpitp of my judgment, and all I can do. 

[^ExiL 

Enter Dritgget and Lovelace. 

Drugget. 

And fo you like my houfe ^nd gardens, Mr. 
Lovelace. 

Lovelace. 

Oh ! perfeftly. Sir ; they gratify my tafte of all 
things. Ones fees villas where Nature reigns in a 
wild kind of fimplicity : but then they have no ap- 
pearance of art, no art at all. 

Drugget. 

Very true, rightly diftinguilhed : now mine is all 
art ; no wild nature here \ I did it all myfelf. 

Lovelace. 

Indeed ! I thought you had fome of the great pro- 
ficients in gardening to affift you. 

Drugget. 

Lackaday! no. Ha! hal I underftand thefe 
Vol. II. B b b things. 
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things. I love my garden. The front of my houf^ 
Mr. Lovelace, is not that very pretty ? 

Lovelace. 
Elegant to a degree ! 

Drugget. 

Don't you like the fun-dial, placed juft by my 
dining-room windows ! 

Lovelace. 
A perfeft beauty ! 

Drugget. 

I knew you'd like it : and the motto is fo well a- 
dapted — ^empus edax (d index rerum. And I know 
the meaning of it. Time eateth and difcovereth all 
things. Ha! ha! pretty, Mn Lovelace! I have 
feen people fo flare at it as they pafs by ! Ha ! ha ! 

Lovelace. 

Why now, I don't believe there's a nobleman in 
the kingdom has fuch a thing. 

Drugget. 

Oh no ; they have got into a falfe tafte. I bought 
that bit of ground on the other fide of the road, and 
now it is a perfedt beauty. I made a duck-pond 
there, for the fake of the profpeft. ^ 

Lovelace. 
Charmingly imagined ! 

Drugget. 
My leaden images are well ! 

Love- 
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Lovelace, 

They exceed antient ftatuary. 

Drugget. 

I love to be fiirprized at the turning of a walk 
with an inanimate figure, that looks you full in the 
face, and can fay nothing at all, while one is enjoying 
one's own thoughts. Ha ! ha ! — Mr. Lovelace, Til 
point out a beauty to you. Juft by the haw-haw, at 
the end of my ground, there is a fine Dutch figure, 
with a fcythe in his hand, and a pipe in his mouth. 
That's a jewel, Mr. Lovelace ! 

Lovelace. 

That efcaped me : a thoufand thanks for pointing 
it out. I obferve you have two very fine yew trees 
before the houfe. 

Drugget. 

Lackaday, Sir ! they look uncouth. I have a de- 
fign about them, I intend — ha ! ha ! it will be very 
pretty, Mr. Lovelace— I intend to have them cut 
into the fhape of the two giants at Guildhall ! 

# 
. Lovelace, 

Exquifite !— Why then they won't look like trees. 

Drugget, 

No, no 5 not in the lead j I won't have any thing 
in my garden that looks like what it is, 

Lovelace. 

Nobody uhderflands thefe things like you, Mr, 
Druggft. 

B b b a Drug, 
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Druggbt. 

Lackaday ! it's all my delight now. This is 
what I have been working for. I have a great im- 
provement to make fl ill : I propofe to have my 
evergreens cut into fortifications ; and then I fhall 
have the Moro caftle, and the Havanna ; and then 
near it fliall be (hips of myrtle, failing upon feas of 
box to attack the town : won't that make my place 
look very rural, Mr. Lovelace ? 

Lovelace. 

Why you have the moft fertile invention, Mr^ 
Drugget. 

Drugget. 

Ha ! ha ! this is what I have been working for. I 
love my garden. But I muft beg your pardon for a 
few moments : I muft ftep and fpeak with a famous 
nurfery-man, who is come to offer me fome choice 
rarities. Go and join the company, Mr. Lovelace : 
my daughter Rackett and Sir Charles will be here 
prefently. I Ihan't go to bed till I fee them. Ha! 
ha !: — my place is prettily variegated. This is all I 
delight in nov?! I fined for Sheriff to enjoy thefe 
things — ha! ha! [Exit. 

Lovelace. 

Poor Mr. Drugget ! Mynkeer Van Thunderten- 
trunck, in his little box at the fide of a dyke, has as 
much tafte and elegance. However, if I can but 
carry off his daughter, if I can but rob his garden of 
that flower ; why then I fhall fay, *' This is what I 
have been working for." 

DiMITV. 
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Enter Dimity. 

Dimity. 

Do lend us your affiftance, Mr. Lovelace. You 
are a fweet gentleman, and love a good-natured 
aftion. 

Lovelace. 
Why how now ! what's the matter ? 

Dimity. 

My mafter is going to cut the two yew-trees into 
the (hape of two devils, I believe ; and my poor 
miftrefs is breaking her heart for it. Do, run apd 
advife him againft it. She is your friend, you know 
flie is. Sir. 

Lovelace. 

Oh, if that's all, V\\ make that matter eafy di- 
reflly. 

Dimity. 

My miftrefs will be for ever obliged to you j and 
you will marry her daughter in the morning. 

Lovelace. 
Oh, my rhetoric fhall diffuade him. 

Dimity. 
And, Sir, put him againft dealing with that nur- 
fery-man 5 Mrs. Drugget hates him. 



Lovelace. 
Does (he ? 



Dimity, 



- i 
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Dimity. 
Mortally. 

Lovelace. 
Say no more, the bufinefs is done. [Exit. 

Dimity. 

If he fays one word againft the Giants at Guild- ' 
hall, he is undone. Old Drugget will never foi]give 
him. My brain was at its laft fhift ; but if this plot 
takes — So, here comes our Nancy. 

Enter Nancy. 

Nancy. 
Well, Dimity, what's to become of me ? 

Dimity. 

My ftars ! what makes you up, Mifs ? I thought 
you were gone to bed. 

Nancy. 

Whatfhould I go to bed for? only to tumble 
and tofs, and fret, and be uneafy. They are going 
to marry me, and I am frighted out of my wits. 

Dimity. 

Why then you are the only young lady within 
fifty miles round, that would be frightened at fuch 
a thing. 

Nancy. 
Ah ! if they would let me chufe for myfelf. 

Dimity. 
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Dimity. 
Don't you like Mr. Lovelace ? 

Nancy. 

My mama does, but I don't ; I don't mind 'his 
being a man of falhion, not I. 

Dimity. 

' And, pray, can you do better than to follow the 
falhion ? 

'Nancy.' 

Ah ! I know there's a fafhion for new bonnets, 
and a falhion for drefling the hair : but 1 never heard 
of a falhion for the heart. 

Dimity. 

Why then, my dear, the hqart moftly follows the 
falhion now. 

Nancy. 
Does it ! Pray who fets the falhion of the heart ? 

Dimity. 
All the fine ladies in London, o'my confcience. 

Nancy. 
And what's the lafl: new falhion, pray ? 

Dimity. ^ 

Why to marry any fop that has a few deceitful 
agreeable appearances about him; fometKingof a 
pert phrafe, a good operator for the teeth, and tole- 
rable taylor. 

Nancy. 
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Nancy, 
And do. they marry without loving ? 

Dimity.' 
Oh ! marrying for love has been a great while out 
of fafhion. 

Nancy, 

Why then Fll wait till that fafhion comes up 
again. 

Dimity. 

And then, Mr. Lovelace, I reckon— 

Nancy. 

Plhaw I I don't like him : he talks to me as if he 
was the moil miferable man in the world, and the 
confident things looks fo pleafed with himfelf all the 
while. I want to marry for love, and not for card- 
playing. I Ihould not be able to bear the life my 
lifter leads with Sir Charles Rackett. Shall I tell 
you a fecret ? I will forfeit my new cap if they don't 
quarrel foon. 

Dimity. 

Oh fie ! no ! they won't quarrel yet a- while. A 
quarrel in three weeks after marriage, would be 
fomewhat of the quickeft. By and by we ftiall hear 
of their whims and their humours. Well, but if 
yoii don't like Mr. Lovelace, whgt fay you to Mr. 
Woodlcy ? 

Nancy, 
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Ah !— 1 don*t know what to Iky— *but 1 can fing 
fomcthing that will explain my mind. 

s o N a 

L 

Y TTHEN firft the dear youth pafling by, , 
W Difclos'd his fair form to my fight, 
I gaz'd, but I could not tell why ; 
My heart it went throb with delights 

IL 

As hearer he dre\^, thofe iRveet eye^ 
Were with their dear meaning fo bright>' 

I trembled, and, loft in furpfize. 
My heart it went throb with delight. 

IIL 

When his lips their dear accents did try 

The return of my love to c±cite, 
I feign'd, yet began to guefs why 

My heart it went throb with delight* 

IV. 

Wc changed the ftol'n glance, the fond fmilfci 

Which lovers alone read aright i 
We look'd, and we figh'd, yet the while 

Our hearts they went throb with delight* 

V. 

Conlcnt I foon blufti'd, with a figh 

My promife I ventured to plight ; 
Gome, Hymen, we then Ihall know why 

Our hearts they go throb with delighti 

Vol. IL C C c Enter 
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Enter Woodley. 

WoODtEY. 

My fweeteft angel ! I have heard it all, and my 
heiart overflows with love and gf atitudc. 

•Nancy. 

Ah ! but I did not kijow you was liftenirfg. Yeu 
lho!ild not have betrayed me fo, Dimky : J fhall be 
angry with yoiu - . 

DlMJTY. 

• • 

Well, I'll take nay ch^c« for that. Run boA 
into my roomy and fay all your pretty things to one 
another there, for here cornes tlie old gentleman- 
make haftc away. '}] \&temi WoocJIey; tf»/ Nancy. 

Enter Dkugget. 

* 

- ^ ■ 
Drujgget. 

A forward prefufning.c«xcocni> ! Dimity,* ^ you 

ftep to Mrs.Dniggeii, and fcltd.her hhh^u 

» 

DiMirrY. 
YesjL Sir ;-**rt works ispoD hirh Ifcdj * [£jv//« 

Dr-ugoet. 

The yew^rees ought n^oif to bcf Clit, bfccJaufe they'll 
help to keep off the duft, and 1 am too near the road 
already* A forry ignorant fop ! When I am in fo 
fine a (ituation, anid tmi fee every dairt, waggon, aAd 
ilage-coach that goes by. And theA to abufe the 
nunery-man's rarities I A finer fiickkig.pig in t^ 
vender, with fage growing in his hdly^ was never 
ibea 1 And yet he wants me not to have iL But 

have 
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have it I viH. — ^There's a fine tree of knowledge, 
with Adam and Eve in juniper; E^e's nofe. not 
quite grown, but it's thought in the Ipring will be 
very forward : I'll have that too> with the ferpent in 
ground ivy. Two Poets in wormwood ! Til have 
them both. Ay ; and there's a iJord Mayor's feaft 
in honey-fuckle ; and the whole court of Aldermen 
in hornbeam : and three modern beaux in jeflamine, 
fomewhat ftunted : they all fliall be in my garden, 
with the Drj^n of Wantley iri box, all, all; Fll 
have them all, let my wife and Mr. Lovelace fay 
what they will. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 



Mrs. Drugget. 
Did you fend for me, lovey ? 

Drugget. 

* • ■ 

. The yew-trees fhall be cut into the giants at 
Guildhall, whether you will or not. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Sure my own dear will do as he pleafes. 

Drugget. 

And the pond, though you praife the green banks, 
fhall be walled round, and I'll h,ave a little fat boy 
in marble, fpouting up* water in the middle. 

Mrs, Drugget. 
My fwcet, who hinders you ? 

DRUdGET. 

Yes, and I'll buy the nurfcry-man's whole cata- 
logue. Do you think, after retiring to live all the 

C c c a way 
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way here, almofl four miles from London^ that I 
won't do as I plcafe in my own garden ? 

Mrs. Drugget. 
My dear, but why are you in fuch a paflion i 

Drugget. 

I'll have the Lavender Pig> and the Adam and 
Eve, and the Dragon of Wantley, and all of 'cm : 
and there fhan't be a more romantic ipot on th^ 
I^ndon road than mine. 

Mrs. Drugget. | 

I'm fure it is as pretty a$ hands can make it. 

Drugget. 

I did it all myfelf, and I'll do more. And Mr. 
Lovelace fhan't have my daughter, 

Mrs. Drugget. 
No ! what's the matter now, Mr. Drugget ? 

Drugget. 

He fhall learn better manners than to abufe my 
houfe and gardens. You put him in the head of it, 
but I'll difappoint ye both. And fo you may go 
and tell Mr. Lovelace that the match is quite off. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

I can't comprehend all this, not I. But FU tell 

him fo, if you pleafe, my dear. I am willing to 

give myfelf pain, if it will give you pleafure : muft 

• I give myfelf pain ? Don't afk me, pray doD!ti I 

can't fupport all this uncafinefs« 

Drug- 
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Drugoet. 
I am rcfolved, and it Ihall be fo. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Let it be fb then, (cries) Oh ! oh ! cruel man ! 
I fliall break my heart if the match is broke off. If 
it is not concluded to-morrow, fend for an undei*- 
taker, and bury me the next day. 

Drugget. 
Jiow ! I don't want that neither. 

Mrs. DRUGGEf. 

Oh! oh! 

Drugget. 

I am your lord and mafter, my dear, but not your 
executioner. Before George, it muft never be faid 
that my wife died of too much compliance. Chear 
up, my love ; and this affair (hall be fettled as foon 
as Sir Charles and Lady Rackitt arrive. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

You bring me to life again. You know, my 
fweet, what an happy couple Sir Charles and his 
Lady are. Why fhould not we make our Nancy as 
happy? . 

Enfer Dimity. 

Dimity. 
Sir Charles and his Lady, Ma'^rn* 



Mrs. 
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Mrs, Dimity. 

Oh ! charming ! Tm tranfported ivith joy ! where 
arc they ? I long to fee 'em. \pinu 

Dimity. 
Well, Sir ^ the happy couple are arrived. 

Drugget. 
Yes, they do live happy indeed. 

Dimity. 
But how long will it laft ? 

Drugget.' 

How long! Don't forbode any ill, you jade i 
don't, I fay. It will Jaft during their lives, I hope. 

Dimity. 

Well, nriark the end of it. Sir Charles, I know, 
is gay and gooa-humoured j but he can't bear the 
leaft contradiftion, no, not in the meereft trifle. 

Drugget. 
Hold your tongue \ hold your tongue. 

Dimity. 

Yes, Sir, I have done; and yet there is in the 
<!ompofition of Sir Charles a certain humour, which, 
like the flying gout, gives no difturbance to the fa- 
mily till it fettles in the head : when once it fixes 
there, mercy on every body about him ! But here 
he comes. {£^^* 



I 



« k 
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Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 

My dear Sir, I kifs your hand. But why ftand 
on ceremony ? To find you up at this late hour 
HKjrtifkfe iinw iey6nd expreflkxn- 

Drvdgbx. 
Tis bii t once in a way. Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 

My obligations* to you are inexpreflible ; you 
have given me the moft amiable of giris 1 our tcm- • 

pers accord like unifons in mufic. 

* 

Drugget. 

Ah ! that's what make^me happy in my old days; 
ray children and my garden are all my care. 

Sir Charles. 

And my friend LovcIace*-*he is to have,Our fitter 
Nancyy I fihd. 

t 

'- 

Drugget, 

Why my wife is fo minded. 

Sir Charles. 

Oh, by all means, let her be made happy. A 
very pretty fellow Lovelace i as to that Mr.— 
Woodley, I think you call him — he is but a plain, 
- underbred, ill-faftiioned fort of a-^Nobody knows 
hinii he is not one of us. Oh, by all means marry 
her to one of us. 

Druq- 
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DltyOGET. 

' I believe it muft be fo* Would you take any it- 
freftimcnt ? 

Sir ChAHLes* 
Nothing in nature : it is time to retire to ttL 

Drugget. 

Well, well ! good night Sir Charles. Ha ! hci€ 
comes my daughter. Good night. Sir Charles. 

Sir Charlss. 
Bon repos. 

Enter > Lady Racket. 

Lady Racket. 
Dear Sir ! I did not exped to fee ycM up fo latf^ 

Drugget. 

My Lady Racket, I am glad to hear how hjtppf 
you are : I won't detain you now. There's yoi* 
good man waiting for you : good night, my girl. 

lExif. 

Sir Charles. 

I muft humour this old muckworm, in order to 
be rememtbered in his will, {afide) 

Lady Rackett. 

O la ! I am quite fatigued. I can hardly move. 
Why don't you help me, you barbarous man ? 



Sir 
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Sir CHAftL^a. 

There I tak^ my amv^" Was eyer thing fo pretty 
made to walk ?" 

Lady Racket. 

But I won't be laughed at, {looking tenderly at 
him) I don't love you. 

Sir. Chaiiles. 
Don't you? 

Lady Rackett. 

No. Dear me 1 this glove ! why don't you- help 
me off with my glove ? Pfhaw ! you aukward thing, 
let it alone 5 you an't fit to he about my pj?rfon. I 
might as well, not be married, for any ufe you are of. 
Reach me a chair. You have no compaffion forme, 
I am fo glad to fit down. Why do you drag me to 
routs ? You know I hate them. 

Sir Charles. 

• Oh ! there's no exifting, no breathing, unlefs one 
doe$ as other people of fafl>ion do. 

Lady Rackett, 
But I am out of humour: I loft all my money. 

r 

Sir Charles, 
How much ? 

Lady Rackett, 
Three hundred* 

Vol. II. D d d Sir 
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Sir Charles* 

Never fret for that. I don't value three hundred 
pounds to contribute to your happinefs. 

Lady Rackett. 

Don't you ? — ^not value three hundred pounds to 
pleafe me ? 

Sir Charles. 
You know I don't. 

Lady Rackett. 

Ah ! you fond fool ! — ^But I hate gaming : it al- 
moft metamorphofes a woman into a fury. Do you 
know that I was frighted at myfelf feveral times to- 
night ? I had an huge oath at the very tip of tnj 
tongue. 

Sir Charles, 

Had ye? 

Lady Rackett, • 

I caught myfelf at it ; but I bit my lips, and fo I 
did not difgrace myfelf. And then I was crammed 
up in a corner of the room with fuch a ftrange party 
at a whift-table, looking at black and red fpots : did 
you mind them ? 

Sir Charles. 
You know I was bufy elfewhere. 

ft 

Lady. Rackett. 

There was that ftrange^ unaccountable womafl' 

Mrs. Nightftiade : flic behaved fo fretfully to her 

huf- 
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hu/band, a poor, inofFenfive, good-natured, good 
fort of a good for nothing kind of man : but fhe fo 
teized him — " How could you play that card ? Ah, 
youVe a head, and fo has a pin — ^You're a numfcuU, 
you know you are — Ma'am, he has the pooreft h^ad 
in the world, he does not know what he is about ; 
you know you don't — Oh fye !— Fm afhamcd of 
you !" 

Sir Charles. 
She has ferved to divert you, I fee. 

Lady Rackett. 

And to crown all, there was my Lady Clackit, 
who runs on with an eternal larum about nothing, 
out of all feafon, time, and place — In the very midft 
of the game fhe begins, " Lard, Ma'am, I was ap- 
prehenfive I fhould not be able to wait on your La* 
fliip; my poor little dog, Pompey — the fweeteft 
thing in the world,-— a fpade led! — there's the 
Knave — I was fetching a walk, Me'm, the other 
morniho; in the Park / a fine frofly morning it was ; 
I love m>fly weather of all things. Let me look at 
the lafl trick— and , fo, Me'm, little Po^ipey— Oh ! 
if your La'fhip was to fee the dear creature pinched 
with the frofl, and mincing his fleps along the Mall, 
with his pretty innocent face— I vow I don't know 
what to play— And fo, Me'm, while I was talking to 
Captain Flimfey — Your La'fhip knows Captain 
Flimfey — ^Nothing but rubbifli in my hand — I can't 
help It — And fo, Me'm, five odious frights of dogs 
belet my poor little Pompey — the dear creature has 
the heart of a lion, but who can refifl five at once ? 
And fo Pompey barked for afliftance* The hurt he 
received was upon his cheft : the doftor would not 
advife him to venture out till the wound is healed, 
for fear of an inflammation — ^Pray what's trumps ? 

D d d 2 Sm 
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SitL Charles. 
My dear, you*d make a moft excellent aftrefs. 

Lady Rackett. 

Why don't yau hand me up ftairs ? Oh !— I am 
fo tired : let us go to reft. 

Sir Charles. (affiJUng her) 

You complaift, and yet raking is the delight of 
your little heart. 

Lady Rackett. 

{leaning on him asjhe tvalks away) 

It is you that m£&e a rake of me. Oh ! Sir 
Charles, how fhockingly you played that laft rubber, 
when I ftood lookii^ over you ! 

Sir Charles. 
My loTCj \ played the truth of the ganie. 

Lady Rackett. 

No, indeed, nriy dear, you played it wrong. Ah ! 
Sir Charles, you have a head. 

Sir Charles. 
Po ! nonfenfe ! you don't under ftand it. 

Lady Rackett. 

I beg your pardon : I am allowed to play better 
than you. 

Sir Charles. 
All conceit, my detw : I was^erfedkly right. 

Lady 
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Lady Rackett. 

No fuch thing, Sir Charles. H<5w can yau dif- 
put€ it ? Th« diamond was the play. 

Sir Charles- 
Po! ridicuious! the club was the card againfl: the 
world. 

Lady RaCkett. 
Oh, no, no, no, I fay it was the diamond. 

SiR Charles. 
Zounds ! Madam^ I fay it was the clubw 

Lady Rackett. 
What do you fly into fuch a paflion for? 

Sir Charles. 

Death and fury, do you think I don*t know 
what I am about ? I tell you once more, the club 
was the judgment of it. 

Lady Rackett. 
May be fo. Have rt your own way. Sir. 

(walks about andjings) 

Sir Charles. 

Vexation t You're the ftrangeft woman that ever 
lived; there's no converfing with you. Look'ye 
here, my Lady Rackett : it is the cleareft cafe in the 
world : I'll make it plain to you in a moment. 

Ladv 
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Lady Rackett. 

Very well. Sir. To be fure you muft be right. 

(wilb afneering laugh) 

Sir Charles. 

Liften to me. Lady Racket : I had four cards left. 
Trumps were out. The lead was mine. Thejr 
were fix — ^no, no, no, they were feven, and we ninej 
then you know, the beauty of the play was to — 

Lady Rackett. 

Well, now it's amazing to me, that you can't per- 
ceive : give me leave. Sir Charles. Your left hand 
adverlary had led his laft trump, and he had before 
finefled the club, and roughed the diamond : now if 
you had led your diamond— 

Sir Charles. 
Zoons ! Madam, but we played for the odd tridc. 

Lady Rackett. 
And fure the play for the odd trick— 

Sir Charles. 
Death and fury ! can't your hear me ? 

Lady Rackett. 
And muft not I be heard. Sir ? 

Sir Charles. . 
Zoons, hear me^ I fay. Will you hear mc ? 

Lady 
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Lady Rackett. 

I never heard the like in my life. 

(hums a tune^ and walks about fretfully) 

« 
♦ Sir Charles. 

Why then you are enough to provoke the 
patience of a Stoick. — {looks at her\ Jhe walks 
about y and laughs ) Very well. Madam j you know 
no more of the game than your father's leaden 
Hercules on the top of the houfe. You know no 
more of whift than he does of gardening. 

Lady Rackett. 

Go on your own wayi Sir. 

(Jakes out a glajs and Jetties her hair) 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, by all that's odious, you are the mofl: 
pcrvcrfe, obftinate, ignorant-^- 

Lady Rackett. 
Polite language. Sir ! 

Sir Charles. 

You are. Madam, the mofl: perverfe, the mofl: ob- 
ftinate— you -are a vile woman ! 

Lady Rackett. 
I am obliged to you. Sir. 

Sir Charles. 

You are a vile woman, I tell you fo, and I will 
never fleep another night under one roof with you. 

Lady 
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Lady. Rackett* 
As you pleafe. 

Sir Charles. 

Madam, it fhall be as I pleafe. FU order my 
chariot this moment, (goin^) , I know how the 
cards Ihould be played as well as any man in Eng- 
land, that let me tell you, (going)-^ And when 
your jfamily were ftanding behind counters, meafur- 
mg out tape, and bartering for Whitechapel needles, 
my anceftors, my anceftors, Madam, were fquander- 
ing away whole eftates at cards ; whole eftates, my 
Lady Rackett. (Jbe hums a ime^ md he looks at her) 
Why then, by all that's dear to me. Til never ex- 
change another word with you, good, bad^ or indif- 
ferent, (goes and turns hack) Will you command, 
your temper, and liften to me ? 

Lady Rackett. 
Go On, Sir, 

Sir Charles. 

Can't you be cool as I am ? — Lookyc, my Lady 
Racket : thus it flood. The trumps being all out, 
;t was then my bufinefs— 

/ 

Lady Rackett. 
To play the diamond to be fur^ • 

Sir Charles. 

Damnation ! 1 have done with you for ever ; for 
ever. Madam, and fo you may tell your father. 

{goh^ 

Lady Rackett. 
What a paflion the gentleman is in ! 

Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
Will you let mc ipeak ? 

Lady Rackett^ 
Who hinders yoti. Sir ? 

Sir Charles. 
Once more then out of pure good nature— < ' 

Lady Rackett. 
Oh> Sir> I anm convinced of your good nature. 

Sir Charles. 

That, and that only prevails with me to tell you, ' 
the club was the play. 

Lady Rackett. 

I am prodigioufly obliged to you for the infor- 
mation. I am pene6Uy fatisfied. Sir. 

Sir Charles. 

It is the cleareii: point in the world. Only mind 
now. We were nine, and — 

Lady Rackett. 

And for that reaibn, the diamond was the play. 
If our adverfary's dub w^ the bell in the houfe. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, fuch another fiend never exifted* 

^ There is noxeafoning with yOu. It is in vain to fay 

a word. Good fenfe is thrown away upon you. I 

now fee the malice of your heart. You are a bafe 

womsLn, and I part from you for ever. If ou ipay 

Vol. II. E c c live 
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live here with your father, and admire his fantaftical 
evergreens, till you b.eeonle as fantaftical yourfdf. 
ril fet out for London this moment. Your fervant, 
Madam. (tttrns and looks at her) The club was 
not the beft in the houfe.. 

Lady Rackett. 

How calm you are ! — i-Well, TU go to bed. Will 
you come ? You had better. Not come when I 
afk you ? — Oh ! Sir Charles, (going) 

Sir Charles. 

That eafe is fo provoking. I defife you will 
ftay and hear me. Don't think to carry it in this 
manner. Madam; I mutt and will be heard. 

Lady Rackett. 

Oh ! Lud ! with that terrible jcountenance 1 you 
frighten me away, (runs in and Jhuts the door) 

Sir Charles, (following her) 

You ihall not fly me thus*. Confufion! — open 
the door — ^will yoii open it ? This contempt is be- 
yond enddring. (walks away) I intended to have 
made it clear to her, biit now let her continue in her 
abfurdity. She is not worth my notice. My refo- 
lutioh is taken. She has touched my pride, and I 
*now renounce her for ever -, yes for ever ; not tore- 
turn, though flie were to- requeft, befeech and im- 
plore on her very knees. [Exit. 

• Lady RACiiETT. (peeping in) 

Is he gone ?- (comes forward) Blefs me ! what 

have 1 done ? — I have carried this too far, I believe. 

I bad better'call him back. For the fake of p^f^e 

ril giveup the point. What does it fignify which 

was 
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was the beft of the play ? — It is not worth quarrel- 
ling about. — How !— here he connes again. — I'll 
give up nothing to him. He Ihall never get the 
better of me : I am ruined for life, if he does. I 
will conquer him, and 1 am refolved he Ihall fee it, 

(runs in and Jhuts the door) 

Sir Charles, {looking in) 

No; flie won't open it. Headftrong and pofitive ' 
— ^Iffhe could but comrtiand her temper, the thing 
would be as clear as day-light. She has fenfe 
enough, if fhe would but make ufe of it. It were 
pity fhe ftiould be loft, (advances towards the door) 
All owing to that perverfe fpirit of contradiftion. 
— I may reclaim her ftill — (peeps through the key- 
hole) Not fo much as a glimpfe of her. (japs at 
the door) Lady Rackett — Lady Rackett — 

' Lady Rackett. (within) 
What do you want ? 

Sir Charles, (laughing affeSl^dly) 

Come,* you have been very pleafant. Open the 

door : I cannot help laughing at all this. Come, 

no more foolery : have done now, and open the 
door. 

Lady Rackett. (within) 
Dont be fuch a torment. 

Sir Charles., 
Will you open it ? 

Lady Rackett. (laughing) 
No~no- ho ! ho ! 

E e e 2 Sir 
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Sir Charles. 

Hell and confufion ! what a puppy I make of 
myfclf ! rU bear this ufage no longer. To be 
trifled with in this fort by a falfe, treacherous— 
{runs to the door andjfeaks through the key^hole) The 
diamond was not the play, (walks away asfafias 
be can) I know what I am about, {looks back in a 
violent rage) and the club was not the beft in the 
houfe. 



End of the FIRST ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 



Enter Dimity. 

Dimity, {laughing violently) 

OH ! I (hall die; I Ihall expire in a fit of laugh- 
ing. This is the modifh couple that were fo 
happy ! Such a quarrel as they have had i the 
whole houfe is in an uproar. Ho ! ho ! ho ! a rare 
proof of the happinefs they enjoy in high life. I 
fliall never hear people of falhion mentioned again> 
but I (hall be ready to crack my fides. They were 
both — Ho ! ho ! ho ! This is three weeks after 
marriagCj I think. 

EnUr Drugget. 

Drugget. 

Hey ! how ! what*s the matter, Dimity ? What 
am 1 called down ilairs for ? 

Dimity. 

Why there's two people of falhion — 

(flifes a laugh) 

Drugget. 
Why, you malapert huflTey ! explain this moment. 



Dimity. 

The fond couple have been together by the ears 
this half hour.^ Are you fatisfied now? 

Drug- 
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Drugget* 

Ay !— what, have they quarrelled ? What was it 
about ? 

Dimity. 

Something too nice and fine for my comprehen- 
fion, and your's too, 1 believe. People in high Hfe 
imderftand their own forms beft. And here comes 
one that can unriddle the whole affair* Exit. 

Enter Sir Charleys. 

Sir Charles. (Jo the people ':vitbin) 

I fay, let the horfes be put- to this moment. So, 
Mr. Drugget ! 

Drugget. 

Sir Charles, here's a terrible buftle. I did not ex- 
peft this. What can be the matter ? 

Sir Charles. 

I have been ufed by your daughter in fo bafe, fo 
contemptuous, fo vile a manner, that I am deter- 
nlined not to ftay in this houfe to-night. 

Drugget. 

This is a thunderbolt to me ! After feeing how 
elegantly and faftiionably you lived together, to find 
now all funfhine vanifhed ! Do, Sir Charles, let me 
heal this breach if poffible. 

« 
Sir Charles. 

Sir, it is impoffible. I'll not live with her an hour 
longer. 

Drug- 
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Drugget. 

Nay, nay, don't be too hafty. Let me intreat 
you, go to bed and fleep upon it. In the morning, 
when you are cool 

Sir Charles. 

Oh, Sir, I ani very cool, I aflure you. Ha ! ha ! 
-—it is not in her po\Ver, Sir, to — a — a— to difturb 
the ferenity of my temper. Don't imagine that Fm 
in a paflion. I am not fo eafily ruffled as you ima- 
gine. But quietly and deliberately, I can repay the 
injury done me by a falfe, ungrateful, deceitful 
woman. 

Drugget. 

The injuries done you by a falfe, ungrateful ! My 
daughter I hope. Sir — 

Sir Charles. 

Her charader is now fully known to me. I un- 
derftand her perfeftly. She is a vile woman ! that's 
all I have to fay. Sir ! 

Drugget. 

Hey ! how ! — a vile woman ! what has fhe done? 
I hope fhe is not capable — 

Sir Charles. 

I (hall enter into no detail, Mr. Drugget; the 
time and circumilances will not allow it at prefent. 
But depend upon it, I have done with her. A low, 
unpolifhcd, uneducated, falfe, impofing— '— See if 
the* horfcs are put- to. 

Drug- 



400 THREE WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE, 

Drugget. 
Mercy on mc I in my old days to hear this. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 



^ I 



Mrs. Drugget. 

Deliver me ! I am all over in fuch a tremble. 
Sir Charles, 1 fhall break my heart if there is any 
thing amifs. 

Sir Charles. 

Madam, I am very forry, for your fake ; but to 
live with her is impoffible. 

Mrs* Drugget. 
My poor dear girl ! what can ihe have done ? 

Sir Charles. 
What all her fcx can do : it needs no explanation: 
the very fpirit of them all. . 

Drugget 

Ay! I fee how it is.— -She is bringing foul dis- 
grace upon us. This comes of her marrying a matt 
of faihion. 

Sir Charles. 

Fafhion, Sir ! that fhould have inftrufted her 
' better. She might have been fcnfible of hfer happi- 
nefs. Whatever you may think of the fortune you 
gave her, my rank in life claims refpeA \ claims obe- 
dience, attention, truth, and love, from one raifod in 
the world as Ihe has been by an alliance with mc. 

Drug- 
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And, Jet mt tell you, however you may eftimat* 
your 4;juali€y,^ my daughter is dear to me. 

Sir Charles. 

And, Sir, my charadter is dear to me. It (hall 
never be in her power to expofe mc. 

• • • 

Drugget. 

Yet you mufl give me leave to tell you ■ 



Sir Charles* 
I won't hear a word. 

DutJGOEt, 

Not in behalf of my own daughter ? 

Sir Charles. 

Nothing jcan excufe her. It is to no puippfe. 
She lias married above her ; and if that circumftanc^ 
makes the lady forget herfelf, fhe at leafl: fhall fc^ 
that I can, and will fupport my own dignity. 

Drugget. 
But, Sir, I have a right to alk — 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Patience, my dear, be a little calm. 

Drugget. 

Mrs. Drugget, do you have patience. I muft 
aftd will enquire. 

^ Yoh. 11, F ft Mrs^ 
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Mrs. Drugget. 

.. Don!t be fo hafty, my love; have fome refpcft 
for Sir Charles's rank ; don't be violent with a man 
of his falhion. 

Drugget. 

Hold your tongue> womstn, I fay: hold your 
tongue. You are not a perfon of falhion at Icaft. 
My daughter was ever a good girl. 

Sir Charles. 
I have found her out. 

Drugget; 

Oh ! then its all over, and it does not fignify ar- 
guing about it. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

That ever I fhould live to fee this hour ! How 
the unfortunate girl could take fuch wlckedncfs in 
her head, I can't imagine. I'll go and ipeak to the 
unhappy creature this moment, [Exit. 

Sir Charles. 

She ftands detefted now : detected in hertnicft 

colours. 

* 
Drugget. 

Well, grievous as it may be, let me hear the cir- 
cumftances of this unhappy bufinefs. 

Sir Charles. 
Mr. Drugget, I have not leifure now. Herbch*^ 

viour has been fo exafperating, that I fhall make the 

* beft 
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beft of my way to town. My mind is fixed. She 
fees me no more, and fo, your fervant. Sir. [E^it. 

Drugget. 

What a calamity has here befallen us ! A good 
girl, and fo well difpofed ' But the evil communir- 
cation of high life, and fafhionable vices, turned 
her heart to folly. 

I 

Enter Lovelace. 

Lovelace. 
Joy ! joy ! Mr. Drugget, I give you joy. 

Drugget*. 
Don't infult me. Sir ; I dcfire you won't. 

Lovelace. : 

Infult you. Sir ! . Is there any thing infulting, my 
dear Sir, if 1 take the liberty to congratulate yoii 
on the approaching— ^ 

Drugget. 

There ! there 1 the manners of high life for you ! 
He wifhes me joy on the approaching ruin of my 
daughter. She is to be in the fafhion ! Mr. Love- 
lace, you fliall have no daughter of mine. 

Lovelace. 

My dear Sir, never bear malice. I have reconfi- 
dered the thing, and curfe catch me, if I don't think 
your notion of the Guildhall giants, and the court of 
Aldermen in hornbeam • 



F f f 2 



Drug- 
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D]lUGCSt« . 

Well ! well ! well ! there may be people at the 
court end of the tbwn in hornbeam too. 

Lovelace. 

' Yes, faith, fo there may ; and I believe 1 could 
help you to a tolerable coUeftion. HowevcF^ 
with your daughter I am ready to venture. 

Drugget. 

But I am not ready* TU not venture my gir^ 
with you. No more 4^ughters of mine Ihall have 
their minds depraved by polite vices. 

LoVELuACE* 

Strike me ftupid, if I underftand one word of all 
this. 

Enter Woodley. 

Drugget. 

. Mr. Woodley, you fliall have Nancy to your wife* 
as 1 promifed you : take her to-morrow morning. 

Woodley. 
Sir, I have not words to exprcfs 



Lovelace. 

What the devil is the matter with the old haber- 
cfcJher now ? 

Drugget. 

. And hark ye, Mr. Woodley j Til make you a pre- 
fent for your garden, "of a coronation dinner in 

greens. 
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Wrecns, with the champion riding on hbrfefoack, and 
die Iword will be full grown before April nejct, 

WOODLEY. 

' I (hall receive it, Sir, as your favour. 

Drugget*' 

Ay, ay ! I fee my error in wanting an alliance 
with great folks. I had rather have you, Mr, 
Woodlcy, for my fon-in-law, than any courtly fop 
of 'em alK Is this man gone ? Is Sir Charles Rac- 
kett gone ? 

# » 

WOODLEV. 

Not yet: he makes a bawling yonder for his 
horfes. I'll ftep and call him to you. [^ExU. 

DRU00ET4 . 

Do fo ; do fo, Mr. Woodky. I am out of all pa- 
tieiice. I am out of my fenfes. I muft fee him 
once more. Mr. Lovelace, neither you nor any per- 
fon of faftiion, ihall ruin another child of mine. 

lExil. 

Lovelace. 

Droll this ! damn'd droll ! And every fyllable of 
it Greek to me. The queer old putt is as whimfical 
in his notions of life as of gardening. If this be the 
cafe, I fhall brufh, and leave him to his exotics. 

Enter laAt>Y Rackett, Mrs. Drugget,. tf»i Dimity. 

Lady Rackett, 

A cruel, barbarous man ! to quarrel in this unac- 
countable 
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countable manner ; to alarm the whole hou£e> and 
to expofe me and himfelf too. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Oh ! child! 1 never thought it would have come 
to this. Your Ihame will not end here ; it will be 
all over St. James's parifli by to-morrow morning. 

Lady Rackett. 

^ Well, if it muft be fo, there is one comfort ftill : 
the ftory wi^ tell more to his difgraCc than mine* 

Dimity. 

As Tm a fmner, and fo it will. Madam. He de- 
fcrves what he has met with. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Dimity, don't you encourage her. You fhock me 
to hear you Ipeak fo. I did not think you had been 
fo hardened. 

Lady Rackett. 

Hardened do you call it ? I have lived in the 
world to very little purpofe, if fuch trifles as thcfc 
are to difturb my reft* 

Mrs. Drugget. 

You wicked girl ! do you call it a trifle to be 
guilty of falfehood to your hufband's bed ? 

Lady Rackett. 
How ! {turns Jhort^ ^ndfiares at her) 

. Dimity. 

That ! that's a mere trifle indeed. I have been in 

as 
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as good places as any body, and not a creature minds 



It now; 



Mrs. Drugget. 

My Lady Rackett, my Lady Rackett, I' never 
could think to fee you come to this deplorable 
ihame. 



r 



Lady Rackett. 

Surely the bafe man has not been capable of laying 
any thing of that fort to my. charge ? {afide) All 
this is unaccountable to m^-— ha ! ha ! — it is ridicu- 
lous beyond meafure. 

Dimity. 

That's right, Madam : laugh at it ; you ferved 
him right. . 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Charlotte! Charlotte! I'm aftonifhed at your 
Trickedncfs. . 

Lady Rackett, 

' Well, I proteft and vow I don't comprehend all 
this. Has Sir Charles accufed me of any impropriety 
in my conduft ? 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Oh 1 too true, he has : he has found you out, and 
you have behaved bafely, fie fays. 

Lady Rackett. 
Madam I ' 

Msr. 
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Mrs. Drugget. 

You have fdlen into frailty, like many others of 
your fex, he fays ; and he is refolved to come to a 
reparation dirc^y. 

Lady Rackbtt. 

Why then if he is {b bafc a wretch as to dilhonour 
me in that manner, his heart (hall ache before I live 
with him again. 

DiMITT. 

Hold to that. Ma'am, and let his head ache into 
the bargain. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Your poor father heard it as well as L 

Lady Rackett. 

Then let your ^oors be open for hito this vfery 
moment; let him return to London. If hedod 
not, rU lock myfelf up, and the falfe one fhan't ap- 
proach me, though he were to whine on his knees at 
my very door. A bafe, injurious man ] [Exif, 

Mrs. Drugget, 

Dimity, do let us follow, and hear what (he has 
to fay for herfelf, [£;»/, 

DlMITYt 

She has excufe enough I warrant her. What a 
poife is here indeed 1 I have lived in polite families^ 
where there was no fuch buftle made about no- 
thing, [Exif. 
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EnUr.Sut Charles and Dkugoet. 

SnL Chakle8« . 
It IS in vain^ Sir> my rcfolutioa is takpni^ 

Well, but confider, I am her father. Indulge me 
only till wc hear what the girl has to fay in her de- 
fence* 

Sut Charles^ 

She can have nothing to fay : no excuie can pal* 
liate fuch behaviour. 

Dr^ugoex. 

Don*t be too pofitive : there may be fome mif- 
take* 

Sir Charles*. 

No, Sir, no ; there can be no miftake* Did not 
1 fee her, hear herrtiyfdf ? 

Drxjgcet* 
Lac.ka4ay ^ then I am aa unfortunate man !: 

Sir Charles. 

She will be unfortunate too : with all my heart. 
She may thank herfelf. She might have, been 
happy, had Ihe been. fo. difpofcd. 

Drugget. 
Why truly, 1 think flie might. 

Vol. II; . Ggg Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Drugget* 

Mrs, Drugget. 

I wifli ]F0i3 would moderate your anger a litlle, 
and let us talk over this affair with temper. My 

daughter denies every tittle of your charge. 

♦ - . . - ... 

Sir Charles, 
Denies it ! denies it ! 

Mrs. Drugobt, 
She does indeed. . . 

Sir Charles. 

And that aggravates her fault. 

-• -• « ■ . 

Mrs. Drugget. 

She vows that you never found her out in any 
thing that was wrong. 

Sir Charles. 

' She does not allow it to be wrong then ! Ma- 
dam, I tell you again, I know her thoroughly. I 
have found her out : I am now -acquainted with her 
charafter. I am to be deceived no more. 

\ ■ 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Then you are in oppofitc ftories. She Iwears, my 
dear Mr. Drugget, the poor girl fwcars (he never 
was guilty of the fmalleft' infidelity to her hufband 
in her born days. 

Sir Charles. 
-. Apd what then ? What if fhe does fay fo ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Drugget. 

And if fhe fays truly, it is hard her charafter 
Ihould be blown upon without juft caufe. 

Sir Charles. " ' 

And is flic therefore to behave ill in other re- 
fpefts ? I nevtr cHargied her with infidelity to me. 
Madam : there I allow her innocent. 

Drugget. 
. Arid did not you charge her then ? 

Sir Charles. 
No, Sir, I never dreamt of fuch a thing. 

• . . . . « . , 

Drugget. 

Why then, if flie- is innocent, let me tell you, you 
are a fcandalous perfon. 

Mrs. Drugget, 
Prithee, my dear- 

i 

, Drugget. 

Be quiet; though he is a man of quality, I will 
tell him of it. Did not I fine forfheriflf? — Yes, 
you are a fcandalous perfon to defame aa honed 
man's daughter. 

Sir Charles. 
What have you taken into your head now ? 

Drugget. 

You charged her with falfehood to your bed. 

G g g a Sir 






» 
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Sol Charus. 

Dj^ugoet. 
I fay you did. 

Sir CHARirBf* 
And I fay no^ no. 

But I fay you didi youHqalkd yourlelf a cuckdli 
Did not he, wife ? 

Mrs, Dru<kj£T. 
Yes, Lovey, 1 am witnefi* 

9 

5lK Cj«ARLlS. 

Abfurd ! I faid no fuch things 

But I aver you did. 

Mrs. Drvgoet* 
You did, indeed. Sir. 

Sir C«arxe«. 
But I tell you no, pofitively no, 

* 

Drugget tf»^ Mrs, Pruoget» 
And r fay, yes, pofitively yes. 

.Sir Charles, 
*Sdeath, this is all madnefs. 



Drugget. 

You faid that flic followed the ways of moft of 
herfex. 

Sir Charles. 
I faid fo, and what then ? 

s ■ . 

Drugget, 

There he owns it ; owns that he called himfelf a 
cuckold^ and without rhynrie or reafon into the bar« 
gain. 

Sir Charles* 
I never owned any liich thing. 

Drugget. 
Yo^pQwne^ it cveo now— now— now^— now-^ ^ 

Mr$. Drugget, 
This very moment. 

Sir Charli^# 
No, no 5 I tell you> no. 

Drugget. 

This inftant.— »Prove it : make your words good : 
jhew me your horns^ and if you -can't, it is worfe 
thfn fuipxde to call yourfelf a cuckold, without 
p*oof. 

Enter Dimity, {in a fit of laughing) 

DiMiTy* 

What do you think it was all about? Ha ! ha ! 
tke^ivhole fecret is come out^ ha ! ha ! It was all a-» 
bout a gaitae of cardS'-^Ho ! ho ! ho ! 

Drug- 
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Drugget. 
A game of cards ! 



Dimity, {laughing) - >. • ^ 

It was all about a club and a diamond, (runs out 
laughing) 

Druqgst. 

And was that all. Sir Charles ? 

Sir, Charles. 
And enough too. Sir. 

Drugget." 
And was that what you found herVJiit in ? 

Sir Charles. 

I can't bear to be contradifted, when I ani clear 
that I am in the right. 

Drugget. - ^ - 

I never heard of fuch a heap of nonfenfe in all my 
life. Woodley fhall marry Nancy. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Don*t be in a hurry, my love, this will all be 
made up. 

# 

Drugget. 
Why does he not go and beg her pardon then ? 

^ .. Slit 
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I beg her parcjon ! I won't" debafe myfelf to any 
of you. I fhan't forgivje her, you may reft aflured. 

Dritgcet. 
: Now there, there's a^j^ctty fellow for you. 

Mrs, Drugget. 

> 

I'll ilep and prevail on my Lady Rackett to fpcak 
to him : all this will befet right* . .•...' :[.Sfc//. 

Drugget. 

A ridiculous fop ! ■ I am glad it is no worfe, bow- 
ever,— -He muft go and talk fcandal of himfelf,, as If 
the town did not abound with people ready enough 
to take that trouble off* his hands. 



.* 



Enfer Nancy. 



Drugget. 
. .So> Nancy — ^you feem in confufion, my girl ! ^ 

Nancy., 

■ 

How can one help it, with all this noife in the 
houfe ? ' And you afe goifig to marry mCvas ill as my 
After. I hate Mr. Lovelace. v - 

Drugget. 

Why fo, child ? 

♦ Nancy, • 

I know thefe people of quality dclpifc us all-out 

"of 
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of pridcj and would be glad to many us out of aya« 
rice 

DavGCfiTy 
The girl's right, 

Nancy. 

They many om woixuin, live widi another, and 
love only th^mfelves. 

Drugget* 
And then quarrel about a card. 

Nanct* 

I don't want to be a gay lady« I want to be 
happy. 

PHUGGET* 

And fo you fhall : don't fright yourfclf, child. 
Step to your filler^, bid her make herfelf eafy : go, 
and coniifort her^ go. 

Nancy. 
Yes, Sir. [Exit. 

Drugget. 

rU ftep and fettle the matter with Mr. Woodlcf 
this moment. Exit^ 

Scene, another Jpartmenf, 
Sir Charles, with a pack ofcatdiy at atabk* 

SrR Charles. 

Never was any thing like her behaviour. I ^^ 

pick 
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pick out the very cards I had in my hand, and then 
tis as plain as the fun. — ^Tl^re— rtbere— now — there 
•~no— damn it— no-^ther e It was—- now let me fee*-* 
They had four by honoursand w^plsiy^^^rthe add 
trick, — damnation! honours were divided— -ay! — 
honours were divided and then a trump was led, and 
the other fide faiid th«-— confttfion I — tki$ pi^epafte- 
rous woman has put it all out of my head IPptts A§ 
Cards into his Pocket.^ Mighty well, Madam; I have 
done with you. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget* 

Mr$, Dr^coet. 
Sir Charles, let.ftiC prevail. Coipe with m< 
ttd ipeak to her. 

I doii't digfire to fef^ her fec^. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

If you were to fee her all bath'd in tears, I am furc 
it would melt your yt:xy heart. 

Sir Chakles. 

Madam it (hall be my fault if ever I am treated fo 
again. VW have nothing to fay to her [GQing^ ftops-^ 
poe§ ihe give up the poiAt? 

Mrs. Druggbt. 
She does, fhe agrees to any thing. 

Sir Charles, 
Does ihe allow that the club was the play ? 

Vol,. U, H h h Mrs- 
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Mrs. Druggot, 
Juft as you plcafc : flic is all fubmiffion. 

Sir Cha^lms. 

Does flie own that the club was not the beft in the 
houfe f 

Mrs. Drugget. 
She does ; (he is willing tp own it. 

Sir Charles. 

Then ril ftcp and Ipeak to hen I never wai 
dearer in any thing in tny lift. 

Mrs. Druggist. 

Lord love 'enij they'll make it up nowj and then 
they'll be as happy as ever, 

[Exit. 

Enter Nancy. 

Nancy. 

Well \ they may talk what they will of taftc, and 
genteel life; I don't thmk it's natural. Give meMn 
l^oodley — La! that odious thing coming this way. 

Enter Lovelace. 

Lovelace. 

My charming little innocent;, 1 have not feen y6u 
thefc three hours. 

Nancy. 
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Nanc*. ^ 
i have been very happy thefe three hours* 

J* • . • 

Lovelace. 

My Iweet angel, you fcem dilcdncerted. And 
you negleft your pretty figure. No matter for the 
J)refent i in a little time I fhall make you appear^ as 
gracefiil and as genteel a$ your fifter* 

Nancy. 
That is hot what emplcys my thoughts, Sir^ 

LoVELACEt 

Ay ! but my prfetty little dear, that Ihoti^d engage 
your attention. To fet off and adorn the charms 
that nature has given you^ fhould be the bufihefs of 
your life* 

NANcVi* 

ISut I have learnt a new fong that contradifts 
what you fay, and though I am not in a very 
good humour for finging, yet you fhall hear it. 

Lovelace. 

By all means \ don't check your fancy : I am all 
attention. 

Nancy. 

It exprefTes my fentiments, and when you have 

heard them, you won't teize me any more. 

1 

H h h 2 SONG. 
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S O N G. 

TO dance, and to drcfs, and to flaunt it about, 
To run to park^ p4ay,x to aflembly and rout; 
Ta wander for ever in whim's giddy maze^ • - 
And one poor hair tprturo a. alUlion of ways ^ 
To put at the glafs evwry feature tofchdol,. 
Ana pradtife their art on each fop and* each fool ; 
Of one thing to think, arid another fo telf, 
Thefe, thefe are the manners of each giddy belie. 

To fmile, and to fimper, white teeth to difplay; 
The time in gay folli^ fo? mfldf away ; 
Agaiiiit ev'iy virtue, thie bpicm to- ftecl, . • • 
And only ot drefs the anxieties feel ; 
Ta be at Eve's ear the infidi^iis decoy, 
Theplcafure ne'er tafte, but the mtfcfilef eijoy.; 
To boaft of foft raptures they never can know, 
Thefe, thefe are the maAiiers^of each giddy beau. 

1 mufl: have her, .itotwithitanding this : for tto' I 
am not in love, I am moft confoundedly in debt. 

Enter Drugoet. 

Drugget. 

Soi Mr, Lovelace ! any news from above ftaiK- 
J« this' abfuf d qbarrel a£ an end ? Have they made 
itup? " , 

Lovelace. 

Oh! a mete bagatelle. Sit: thefe little fracas a- 

mong 
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mong the btttcf fort of people never laft long : ele-' 
gant trifles caufe elegant difputes, and we conre to- 
gether elejg^Mtt^f igain i iis you fee i for here they 
come, in perfeft good humour. 

E^ir Sir Chaulb^ and Lady RACKBTt» 

Sir Charlfs. 

Mr. Drugget, I embrace you ; you fee me in 
die moft fwtk6t harjntiony of Q)irits. 

Drugget. 
What, all reconciled again ? 

Lady Rackett. 

All made up, Sh*. I knew how to bring the 
gentkitiM to a fenfe of his duty« This i^ the firfl; 
difference, I think, we ever had. Sir Charles* 

Sift ChaKlj^^ 
And 111 bd {Hftorh it lliail bt tht lift. 

Drugget. 

I am hzppy now, as^ happy as a fond father can 
wifli. Sir Charles, I can fpare you an image to put 
on the top of your houfe in London. 

Sm Charles* 
infinitely oblig'd to you. 

Drugqet. 

Well! well! It's time to retire: I am glad to fee 
you reconciled j and now I wifh you a good night. 
Sir Charles. Mr. Lovelace, this is your way. Fare yc 
V : . well 
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well both. I am g^sid your quarrels are at an end : 
this way Mr. Lovekce. 

[Exeunt Drugget and Lovelace* 

Lady Rackett. 

Ah! you are a fad rnaii^ Sir Charles> to behave tol 
me as you have done. 

Sir Charles. . . 

My dear^ I gtznt it : and fuch an abfurd quarrel 
too — ha ! ha ! 

Lady Rackett. 
Yes — ha! ha! — about fuch a trifle. 

Sir Charles. 

« • • « 

It is pleafant how we could both fall into fuch as 
error. Ha! ha!— 

Lady Rackett. 
Ridiculous beyond expreflion ! Hal ha! 

Sir Charles. 

And then the miftake your father and nv>thcr-fcll 
into ! 

Lady Rackett. 

That too is a diverting part of the (lory. Ha ! ha- 
— But, Sir Charles, muft I ftay and live with my fa- 
ther tell I grow as fantaftical as his own evergreens ! 

Sir Charles. 
Nay, prithee don't remind me of my folly. 

Lady 



t • 
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I 

Lady Rackett, 

Ah ! my relations were allftandiag behind cou nten^ 
(bUing Whitcchapcl needles, while your f^niUy were 
Spending great eftates. 

Sir Charles. 

Spare my blulhes ; you fee I 4m covered with 
jconfufiop, 

Lapy Rackett, 

How could you fay fo indelicate a thing? I don'( 
Jove yoti. 

Sir Charles, 
\t was indelicate ; I grant it. 

Lady Rackett* 
Am la vile woman ? 

Sir Charles. 
How can you> my angel ? 

Lady Rackett. 

I fhan't forgive you ! Til have you on your knees 
far thisy {Sings and plays with him.) — ** Go, naughty 
man/' — Ah! Sir Charles! 

Sir Charles. 

The reft of my life fhall aim at convincing you 
Jiow fincerly I love you. 

Lady Rackett. {Sings) 

'* Qo, naughty man, I can't abide you" — Well ! 

come 
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come, let us go to reft. (Going.) Ah, Sir Charles 1 
now it's all over, the diamond vr^^ the play. 

Sir Charlbs. 

* Oh no, no, no; now that one may (peak, it was the 
club indeed. 

Lady Rackett. 
Indeed, my love, you are miftaken* 

Sir Charles. 

You make me laugh: but 1 was not miftakcn j rely 
upon my judgement. 

Lady Rackett. 
You may rely upon mine : you was wrong, 

Sir Charles, (laughing,) 
Po ! no, no, no&ch thing. 

Lady Rackett. (laughing.) 
But I fay, yes, yes, y^s. 

Sir Charles. 

Oh ! no, no ; it is too ridiculous j don't fay any 
more about it, my love. 

Lady Rackett. (toying with him-) 

Don't you fay any more about it : you had better 
give it up, you had indeed. 

Enter Footman. 
Yoijr honoiir's cap ^h^ flippers. 



• Sir Charles. 

"Lay down my cap, and here take thefe flioes 
off. (JHe takes *ein offy and leaves ^ em ai a dijlaftce.) 
Indeed, my Lady Rackett, you make me ready to ex- 
pire with laughing. Ha ! ha ! 

4 

'Lady RacketI*. 
You may laugh, but I am right notwithftanding. 

Sir Charles. 
How can you fay fo ? 

Lady RACKETt* 
How Can you fay otherwife ? : 

Sir CnARLiEs. 

Well rlow mind me, my Lady Raclcett, we can now 
talk of this matter in good humour: we can difcufs it 
Coolly, i 

Lady Rackett. 
So we- can— £hd it is for that reafon I venture to 
fpeak to you. Are thefe the rufHes I bought for you ? 

' Sir Charles. . 
They are, my dear. 

Lady Rackett* 

They are very pretty. But indeed you played the 
card wrong. 

Sir Charles. 

Po, there is nothing fo clcar> if yon will but hear 
tne i only hear me. 

Vol. IL 1 i i Lady 
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AK 1 but do you hear me. The thing was thus. 
The advcrfary's club being the heft in the houfe-^ 

iSiR Charles, 

No, no, liften, to mc: the affair was thus: Mf. 
Jenkins having never a club left— 

Lady Rackett, 
Mr.- Jenkins finefled the club. 

Sir Charles, (peevifhly) 
How can you ? 

Lady Ragkett. 
And trumps being all out . 



Sir Charles. 
And we playing for the odd trick- 

Lady Rackett- 
If you had minded your game- 



Ummmaat 



Sir Charles. 
And the club being ^ beft* 



«lfk«MMN 



\ 



Lady Rackett. 
If you had led youf diamond- 



.taMB^ 






Sir Charles^ 

Mr. Jenkins would of courfe put on a 
fpade. 

LaDy Rackett. 
And fo the odd trick was fure. 



1 



I 



Sifi 
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Sir Charles, 
Damnation ! will you let me Ipeak ? 

Ladv Rackbtt, 
Well, to be fure, you ar^ the ftrang^ft maa. 

SiR: Charles'. 

X 

Plague and torture 1 there h 1)0 fi)ch thing a3 cen<* 
verfing with you, 

Lady RACRBfTt 

Very well. Sir, fly out again, 

Si!^ Charles^ 

Look here now : here iiE^ a pack of cards. Now yoia 
^all be convinced* 

Lady Rackett. 

You may talk till to-jnorrow, I know I ^m right. 
(walks aiout.) 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, by all that*s perverfc, you are the moft 
headftrong*««-Can't you look here ? here are the very 
cards. 

. Lady Rackett, 
Go on* you'll find it out at laft. 

Sir Charles^ 

Will you hold your tongue, or not ? will you let me 
fhew you ? — ^Po ! it's all nonfenfe, (puts t^ the u rds) 
Come^ let us go to bed. (goin^) Only flay one mo - 

I i i 3i ment. 
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ment. {Takes out the cards) Now command yout'. 
fclfi and you fhall have dcmonftration. 

Lady Rackett. 

It does not fignify, Sir,. • Your head will be clearer 
in the morning, I chufe to go to bed. 

Sir Charles.. 
Stay and hearflie» can't you ? 

Lady Rackett. 
No J njy head aches. I am tired of the fubjeft. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, damn the cards. There, and there, and 
there- . {throwing them about, the room) You may go 
to bed by yourfelf. Confufion feize me, if I ftay 
here to be tormented a moment longer. {Putting 
on hisjhoes.) 

Enter Dimity, 

Dimity, 
Did^ou caU, Sir ? 

Sir Charles. , 

No J never, never. Madam. 

» 
Dimity, (in ap of laughing) 

At it again ! 

Lady RacketTc 
Take your own way, Sir, 



C O M E D Y. 



Sir Charles/ 
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fiovr then I tell you once more, you are a vile wo- 
ii)4n. 

Dimity. 

Law, Sir! — This is charming; Til run and tell the 
old couple. 

Sir Charles. (Jiill putting on hisjhoes.) 

You are the moft malicious, pofitive, nonfenfi- 
cal— • 

Lady Rackett. 

Don*t make me laugh again,. Sir Charles, {walks 
andfm^s.) 

Sir Charles; 

Hell and the devil ! will you fit down quietly and 
let me convince you ? 

Lady Rackett. 
I don't chufe to hear any more about it. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then I believe you are poirefTed. It is in vain 
,to talk fenfe and reafon to you. 

Lady Rackett. ' ^ 

Thank you for your compliment. Sir — Such a 
nrian ! {with a Jneering laugh.') I never knew the 
like of tnisi {Sit^ down^ 



Sir 
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Sm Cmarle9. 

I promifey6\i, you Ihftll rcpeht of this ufiig^, before 
you have a moment of my company again. 1% fhan'f 
be in a hurry you may depend. Madam-— Now fee 
here — I can prove it to ^ demonftration (foj 
dowrihy her yjhe gets up.) Look yc there* again now: 
the very devil muft be in your temper. I wifh I had 
ncv^r feen your face. I wifh I was a thoufapd miles 
ofi; Sit down but one moment. 

Lady Rackett, 
I am difpos^d to walk Sir, 

. SrR Charles. 

Why then may I pcrilh if ever— ^ blockhead, an 
ideot I was to marry, {walks about.) fuch provoking 
impertinence ! {She Jits down,) Damnation ! I am 
fo clear in the thing. She is not worth my notice— i 
' {Sits down ^ turns his ba^k^ and looks uneafy.) I'll take 
no more pains about it. {Paufesfor Jome timty then 
looks at her.) I5 it not very itrangCj that you wont 
hear me ? 

Lady RAOitETt, 
Sir, I am very ready to hear you. 

Sir Charlks 
Very well then, very Welli you remember how the 
game ftood. {draws bis chair mar ker^ 

Lady Rackets. 
I wifli you would untie my necklace, it hurts tnc. 

Sir Charl£$« 
Why can't you liften ? 



LaPY RACKEtT* 

t tell you it hurts mc terribly. 

Sir Charl£S« 

Death and confufion! (moves bis chair away.) 
there is no bearing this, {looks at her angrily) It w^n't 
take a moment, if you will but liften. {moves io^ 
"Wards her) Can't you fee, that by forcing the adver- 
fary's hand, Mn Jenkins would be obliged to— 

Lady Racfcett. 

{Moving her chair away from him.) 

Mr, Jenkins had the beft dub, and never a dia- 
mond left* 

Sir Charles, (rying) 
Diftra6lion ! Bedlam is not fo mad. Be as 
wrong as you pleafe. Madam, May I never hold 
four by honours, may I iQfe every thing I play for, 
.may fortune eternally forfake me, if I endeavour 
to fct you right agai;i. 

[Exit. 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Drugget, Woodley, Love- 
lace, and NiiNCY. 

Mrs. Druoget. 
Gracious ! what's the matter now ? 

Lady Rackett. 

Such another man does not exift. I did not fay a 
word to the gentleman, and yet he has been raving 
about the room, and ftorming like a whirlwind. 

Drug- 
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Drugget, 

And about a club again ! I heard it all. Oime 
hither, Nancy ; Mr. Woodiey, fhe is yours for life. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
My dear, how can you be fo paffionatc ? 

Drugget. 
It fhall be fo. Take her for life, Mr. Woodlcjr. 

WOODLEY. 

.. My. whole life fhall be devoted to her happinefs 

Lovelace. 

The devil ! and fo I am to be left In the lurch in 
this manner, am I ? 

Lady Rackett. 

Oh ! this is only one of thofe polite difputes which 
people of quality, who have nothing elfe to differ 
about, muft always be liable to. This will be 
made up to morrow. 

Drugget. 

Never tell me : it is too late now. Mr. Wood- 
ley, I recommend my girl to your care. I fhall have 
nothing now to think of, but my greens, and m/ 
images, and my (hrubbery. Though, mercy on all 
married folks, fay I ! — for thefe wranglings are, 1 am 
afraid. What they muft ail come to. 



Uo^ 
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f 

Lady RACKEtT.. (toffies forward.} 

J^f/RA^ iJot fnufi nil come to ? What ? Come to 

what ? 
Muft broils and quarrels be the marriage lot ? 
If that's the wife, deep meaning of our poet. 
The man's a fool ! a blockhead ! and I'll Ihew it. 

s 

m 

What could induce him in an age fo nice. 
So fam'd for virtue, fo refin'd from vice, 
Xo form a plan fo trivial, falfe> and low ? 
As if a belle could quarrel with a beau c 
As if there were in thefe thrice happy dayS) 
One who from nature, or from reafon ftrays ! 
There's no crofs hufband now i no wrangling wife. 
The man is downright ignorant of life. 

*Tis the millennium this : devoid of guile. 
Fair gentle'Trlith,. and white ro1:)'d 'Candour firiile* 
From every breaft the fordid love of gold 
Is banifh'd quite j no Boroughs now are fold! 
Pray tell me. Sirs— *'(for I don't know, I vow,) . 
Pray, is there fuch a thing as Gaming now ? 
Do peers make laws againft that giant Vice, 
And then at Arthur's break them in a trice ? 
No, no; our lives are virtuous all, auftere and hardj 
Pray, ladies — do you ever fee a card ? 
Thofe empty boxes fhew. you don't love plays ; 
The managers, poor fouls ! get nothing now a days. 
If here you come — by chance— but once a week. 
The pit can witnefs that you never fpeak, 
Penfive Attention fits with decent mien j 
No paint, no naked Ihoulders to be feen ! 

And yet this grave, this moral, pious age, 
May learn one ufcful Icflbn from the ftagc* 

Vol. II. K k k Shun 
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Shun ftrifc, ye fair, and once a conteft o'er. 
Wake to a blaze the dying flame no more. 
From fierce debate fly all the tender loves. 
And Venus cries, " coachman, put-to my dovcs,*^ 
The genial bed no blooming Grace prepares^ 
•* And cv'ry day fliall be a day of cares/* 



End cf the SECOND VOLUME. 



